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PROLOGUE. 


INCE Plays are but a Kind of publick Feafts, 
Where Tickets only make the welcome Gueſts ; 
Methinks, inflead of Grace, wwe ſhould prepare 
Your Tafles in Prologue, with your Bill of Fare. 
When you foreknow each Courſe, tho this may teaxe you, 
Tis five to one, but one o five may pleaſe you. 


Firſt, for you Criticks we've your darling Chear, 
Faults without Number, more thau Senſe can bear z : 


Tour certain to be pleas d where Errors are. 
From your Diſpleaſure, I dare vouch we're ſafe ; 
You never frown but where your Neighbours laugh. 
Now, you that never know, what Spleen or Hate is, i 
Who for an Act or two, are welcome gratis, 4 
That tip the Wink, and /o ſneak out with nunquam ſatis. 
For you're ſmart Taſtes, aue ve tofs'd you up a Fop, 
We hope the neweſt that's of late come up ; 
The Fool, Beau, Wit, and Rake, fo mix'd he carries, 
He ſeems a Ragou, piping hot from Paris, 
But for the ſofter Sex, whom moft we'd move, 
We'we what the Fair and Chaſte were form'd for, Love; 
An artlsſs Paſſion, fraught with Hopes and Fears, 
And neareſt happy, when it moſt deſpairs, g 
For Ma ſts, ⁊be ve ſcandal, and for Beau French Airs. 
To pleaſe all Taſtes, we'll do the Left wwe can; 
For the Galleries, we've Dicky and Will. Penkethman. 
Naw, Sirs, you're <velcome, and you know your Fare; ) 
But pray, in Charity, the Founder pure, | : 
Loft you «fry at ouce the Poet and the Player. 
A 2 Dramatis. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
Antonio, Mr Bullock. 
and c Old Gentlemen, 
Cbarino. Mr. Crofs. 


Don Lewis, = w — * Mr. Penkethmen, 


Chats, ver Coxtomb, | Sn: e le, gr” Cilla. 
Sancho, Servant to Carls, Mr. Norris. 
Monfieur, Valet to Cloao, 

Governor of Liſbon, Mr. Simp/on. 
Don Duart, his Nephew, Mr. Mills, 


Don — 2 M. Tom:. 
WOMEN. 


Angelina, Daughter to Charins, Mrs. Temple, 
%., IA Fe, | Mrs, Ferbraggen. 


Elvira, Siſter to Don Duart, Mrs. Kzight. 
Honeria, Couſin to Lowi/a, Mrs. Moor. 
Prieſt, Officers, and Servants. 
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The SCENE, an Harr.. 


Enter Antonio and Charino, 


Deg ITT HOU T Compliment, my old 
SS Friend, I ſhall think my ſelf much 
= honour'd in your Alliance ; our Fa- 


JE milies are both antient, our Chil- 
| dren young, and able to ſupport 'em, 

and, I think, the ſooner we ſet em 
to work the better. | 


Cha. Sir, you offer fair and nobly, and ſhall find 1 
dare meet you in the fame Line of Honoes; and, I 
hope, ſince I have but one Girl in the World, you won't 
think me a troubleſome old Fool, if I endeavour to be- 
ſtow her to her Worth; therefore, if you pleaſe, before 
we ſhake Hands, a Word or two by the Bye, for I have 
— 4s ada os * 
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Ant. Af em. | 
1 Well, in the firſt Place, you ſay you have twe 

Ant. Exactly. | 

Cha. And you are willing that one of em ſhall 
marry my Daughter ? 

Ant. Willing. 

Cha. My Daughter 4rge/ina ? 

Ant. Angelina. 

Cha. And you are likewiſe content that the ſaid A- 
gelina ſhall furvey em both, and (with my Allowance) 
take to her lawful Huſband, which of em ſhe pleaſes d 

Ant. Content. 

Cha. And you farther pany that the Perſon by 
her (and me) ſo choſen, (be it elder or younger) ſha't 
be your ſole Heir; that is to ſay, ſhall be in a condition- 
al Poſſeſſion of at leaſt three Parts of your Eftate. You 
know the Conditions, and this you poſitively promiſe ? 

Ant. To perform. 

Cha. Why then, as the laſt Token of my full Conſent 
and Approbation, I give you my Hand. 

Ant. There's mine. 

Cha. It's a Match? 

Ant. A Match. 

Cha. Done. 

Ant. Done. 

Cha. And done! that's enough. 
Car lis, the elder, you ſay, is a great Scholar, ſpend: kis 
whole Life in the Univerſity, and loves his Study. 

Ant. Nothing more, Sir. 

Cha. But Cldio, the younger, has ſeen the World, 
and is 8 in the Court of France; a 

ri Fellow, ha? | 
. Miete to the Back, Sir. 

Cha. Well how far either of em may go with my 
Daughter, I can't tell; he'll be eaſily pleas d where I 
am — I have given her ſome Documents already. 
Har': ! what Noiſe without? 

Aut. Odio! tis a — they're come ! have ex- 
pected em theſe two Hours. 


Fr ter a *eryant. 


Well, Sirrah, who s without ? Ser. 
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Serv. "Tis Sancho, Sir, with a Waggon Load of my 
Maſter's Books. 

Ant Never without it, Sir, tis his Humour. 

Cha. What, does he always travel with his whole 
Study ? | 

Enter Sancho laden with Books. 

San. Pedro, unload Part of the Library; bid the Por- 
ter open the great Gates, and make Room for Yother 
Dozen of Carts : I'll be with you preſently 

Ant. Hah! Sancho! where's my Carlos? ſpeak Boy, 
where didſt thou leave thy Maſter ? 

Sar. ing on, Sir, in the High to Knowledge, 
both Hands ada his — md his Bridle, Sir. 
But he hath ſent his Duty before him in this Letter, Sir. 

Ant. What have we here, Pat-hooks and Audi ron? 

San. Pot-hooks! Oh! dear Sir — I beg your Pardon 
Io, Sir, this is Arabick; tis to the Lord Abbot, 
concerning the Tranſlation, Sir, of human Bodies 
a new Way of getting out of the World. There's a 
terrible wife Man * has written a very ſmart Book of 


i. | 
—4 Pray, Friend, what will that ſame Book teach 
a Man? 

Sar. Teach you, Sir; why, to play a Trump upon 

Death, and ſhew yourſelf a March 4 Devil. 

Cha. Strange! 

San. Here, Sir, this is your Letter. (To Ant. 
© _ Pray Sir, what fort of Life may your Maſter 

? 

San. Life, Sir ! no Prince fares like him ; he breaks 
his Faſt with Ariſtotle, dines with Tally, drinks at Heli- 
can, ſups with Seneca, then walks a Turn or two in 
the milky Way, and after fix Hours Conference with 
the Stars, ſleeps with old Erra Pater. 

Cha. Wonderful ! 

Ant. So, Carls will be here preſently . Here, 

take the Knave in, and let him eat. 

San. And drink too, Sir 7 
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Euter a Servant, 
Well, Sir! who's at the Gate? 


Serv. Monfieur, Sir, from my young Maſter Cl:dis. 
Enter Monfieur. 


— 2am What ſays your Maiter ? When 


he vil be here in de lefs Time dan von 


Hour; he is not quite t'irty Mile off. 
nd what came you before for ? 


to provide de Pulvile, and de aſ- 


ack nd er your 
then ? 


ir, my 
Ant. That's well! Now, Sir, now! now obſerve 


whom you may have a 
Car. 2 — 
Cha. Sir 

Clo 


. Hey | LaPaliere! bid the Groom take care our 
Hunters be well rub'd and cloath'd ; they're hot, and 
have out ſtript the Wind. | 

Cha. Aye, marry Sir, there's Mettle in this young | 
Fellow. © 
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Cho. Where's my Father ? 
Ant. Hah, my dear Cluay, thou'r welcome! let me 
Sir, you kiſs n 1 to 
kiſs a Man, in Parit we kiſs nothing elſe. Sir, being 
my Father's Friend, I am your moſt oblig'd, and faith- 
ful humble Servant. (To Char. 
Cha. Sir,—-I—I—I—T like you. (Eagerly. 
Ch. Thy Hand — 4% —-Fm your Friend. 
Cha. Faith thou art a pretty humour'd Fellow. 
Ch. Who's that ? Pray, Sir, who's that ? 
Ant. Your Brother, Carlos. 
Cz. Odfſo! I beg his Pardon with all my Heart 
Ha, ha, ha, did ever Mortal ſee ſuch a Book-Worm ? 
Brother, how is t? 
Careleſ/ly. 


Car. I'm glad you are well, Brother- ( Reads. 

Ch. What, does he draw his Book upon me? then. 
J will draw my Wit upon him Gad I'll puzzle 
him Hark you, Brother, pray what's — what's 
Latin for a Sword-Knat ? | 

Car. The Romans wore none, Brother. 

Clo. No Ornament upon their Swords, Sir? 

Car. O yes, ſeveral, Conqueſt, Peace, and Honour 
an old unfaſhionable W ear. 


C/o. Sir, no Man in Fance (I may as well fay breath- 


ing; for not to live there, is not to breathe) wears a 


more faſhionable Sword than I do; ſhe coſt me fifteen - 
Louis ——=gior's in Paris - There, Si. 


feel him, try him, Sir. 
Car. I have no Skill, Sir. 


Ch. No Skill, Sir! why, this Sword would make a a 
aha! fa, fa! ha ! Ry ha! 


Coward fight 
there I him. | (Fencing. 
Car. Take heed, you'l! cut my Cloaths, Brother. 
Clo. Cut em! ha, ha, no, no, they are 
already, Brother, to the Grammar-Rules exactly: 
P'ſhaw, pri Man leave off this College-Air 


Car. No Brother, I think it wholeſome, the Soil and 


Situation pleaſant. 


A 5 ES Cu. 
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Ch. A Patt, by Jupiter! he don't know the Air of a 
Gentleman, from the Air of a Country : Sir, [ 
mean the Air of your Cloaths, I wonld have you change 
uu Taylor, and dreſs a little more en Cavalier: Lay 

y your Book, and take out your Snuf-Box. ; Cock, 
and look ſmart, hah ! 

Cha. Faith a pretty Fellow ! 

Car. I read no uſe in this Brother; and for my Cloaths, 
the half of what I wear already, ſeem to me ſuperfluous : 
What necd I outward Ornaments when | can deck my 
ſelf with Underſtanding ? Why ſhou'd we care for any 
Thing, but Knowledge ? Or look upon the Follies of 
Mankind, but to contemn or pity thoſe that ſeek 'em ? 


( Reads again. 
Cle. Stark mad] ſplit me. | 
Cha. P'ſhaw this Fellow will never do — tc 
has no Soul in him. 


Clo. Hark you, Brother, what do you think of a pret- 


ty gump Wench now? 


ar. I ſeldom think that Way; Women are Books I 
have not read yet. 
Clo. Gad, I cou'd ſet you a ſweet Leſſon, Brother. 
Car. I am as well here, Sir ( Read;. 
Cha. Good for no earthly Thing; a mere Stock 


Ab, that Cleay ? 
| Enter Monficur. 


Man. Sire, here be de ſeveral forte of the Jaſſimine 
d'Orangerie vidoat, if you pleaſe to make your ſhoice. 

Clo, Mum, Sir, I maſt beg Pardon for a Moment; 
a moſt important Buſineſe calls me aſide. which I will 
diſpatch with all imaginab!e Celerity, and return to the 
Repetition of my Defire to continue, Sir, your moſt o- 
blig'd and faithful bumble Servant. 
| (Exit Clody beawing. 
Cra. Faith, he's a pretty Fellow. 

Ant. Now, Sir, if you pleaic, ſince we have got the 
other alone, we'll put the matter a little cloſer to him. 

Che; "Tis to Purpoſe, 1 am afraid : But uſe your 
Fleaſure, Sir. | 

C: r. Plato differs from Cocrates in this. (To * 
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Aut. Come, come, prithee Charles, lay em by 
let em agree at Leiſure. What, no Hour of Interrup- 
tion? 

Car. Man's Life Sir, being ſo ſhort, and then the 
Way that leads us to the Knowledge of our ſelves, ſa 
hard and tedious, each Minute ſhould be precious. 

Ant. Aye, but to thrive in this World, Charles, you 
muſt part a little with this Bookiſh Contemplation, and 
E yourſelf for Action. If you will ſtudy, let it 

e to know what Part of my Land's fit for the Plough, 
what for Paſture, to buy and fell my Stock to the beſt 
Advantage, and cure my Cattle when they are over- 
grown with Labour. This now wou'd turn ta ſome 
Account. 

Car. This, Sir, may be done from what I've read: 
For what concerns Tillage. who better can deliver it, 
than Vg in his Geeegicks ? And, for the Cure of Herds, 
his Beucoli cis are a Nlaſter piece, but when his Art de- 
ſcribes the Commonwealth of Bees, their Induſtry, their 
more than human knowledge of the Herbs trom which 
they gatizer Honcy, their Laws, their Covernment a- 
mong themſelves, their Order in going forth, and com- 
ing laden Home, tl vir ſtrict Obedience to their King, his 
juſt Rewards to ſuchi as Labour, his Puniſhment inflicted 
only on the flothful Drone. I'm raviſh'd with it, then 
reap indeed my Harveſt, receive the Gain my Cattle 
bring me, and there find Wax and Honey. 

ut. Hey day / Georges ! and Plaue icłt, and Pres- 
«ax! What, art thou mad? 

Cha. Raving, raving! 

Car. No, Sir, the Knowledge of this, guards me 
from it. 

Ant. Bat can you find, among all your muſty Manu- 
ſcripts, waat Pleaſure he enjoys, that lies in the Arms 
of a young, rich, well ſuap d, healthy Bride? Anſwer 
me that, ha, Sir! 

Car. "Tis frequent. Sir, in Story, there I read of all 
Kinds of virtuous, and of vicious Women ; the ancient 
Spartan Dames, the Raxin Ladics, their Lcauties, and 
their Deformities; and when L light upon a Portia, 
or a Ca, aclia, crown'd with ever biooming Truth and 

Virtue 
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Virtue, with ſuch a Feeling I peruſe their Fortunes, as 
if I then had liv'd and taſted of their lawful envy'd 
Love: But when I meet a Malina, tir'd and unſated 
in her foul Deſires, a Chytemneftra bath'd in her Hus- 
band's Blood, an impious Tullia whirling her Chariot 
o'er her Father's breathleſs Body, Horror invades my Fa- 
culties ; comparing then the numerous Guilty, with 
the eaſy Count of thoſe that die in Innocence, I deteſt 
and loath em as Ignorance, or Atheiſm. 

Ant. And you do reſolve then to make Payment of 
the Debt you owe me ? 

Car. Debt, good Sir ? 

Ant. Why, the Debt I paid my Father, when I got 
you, Sir, and made him a Grandfire ; which I expect 
from you, I won't have my Name die. 

Car. Nor would I; my labour'd Studies, Sir, may 
prove in Time a living Iſſue. 

Ant. Very well, Sir; and fo I ſhall have a general 
Collection of all the Quiddits from Adam, till this 
Time, to be my Grand child 

Car. I'll take my beſt Care, Sir, that what I leave, 
mayn't ſhame the Family. 

Cha. A fad Fellow this! This is a very fad Fellow. 
( Afede. 

Art. Nor you won't take Care of my Eſtate ? * 

Car. But in my Wiſhes, Sir: For know the Wings 
on which my Soul is mounted. have long ſince born her 
Pride too high, to ſtoop to any Prey that ſoars not up · 
wards : Sordid and dunghill Minds, compos'd of Earth, 
fix in that groſs Element their Happineſs ; but great and 
gens OE Ie Lang of human Frailty off, 

refin'd; and free as the Ætherial Air. 

= So that in ſhort you wou'd not marry an Em- 
oy Give me leave to enjoy myſelf; the Cloſet that 
contains my choſen Books, to me's a glorious Court ; 
my ee and 

i s, ſometimes the greateſt Kings and > 
whoſe Counſels I have leave to weigh, and call their 
Victories, if eajellly got, enters frilt 8 
Fancy dare deface their ill- plac d Statues. Can I then 

a Fart 
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—— with ſolid conſtant Pleaſures, to claſp uncertain 
anities ? No, Sir, be it your Care to ſwell your Heap 
of Wealth, marry my Brother, and let him get you 
Bodies of our Name; I rather wou'd inform it with a 
Soul I tire you, Sir —— your Pardon, and 
your Leave 3 there for my Study. ( Exit Carlos, 

Ant. Was ever Man thus tranſported from the com- 
mon Senſe of his own Happineſs ; a ſtupid wiſe Rogue, 
I could beat him. Now, if it were not for my Hopes 
in young Clody, I might fairly conclude my Name were 
at a Period. 

Cho. Aye, aye, he's the Match for my Money, and 
my Girl's too, I warrant her. What ſay you, Sir, 
ſhall we tell 'em a Piece of our Mind, and turn 'em to- 
_ gether inſtantly ? 

Ant. This Minute, Sir, and here comes my young 
Rogue in the very Nick of his Fortune. 

Enter Clodio. 

Ant. Cladio, a Word 

C/o. To the Wiſe is enough: Your Pleaſure, Sir. 

Ant. In the mean Time, Sir, if you pleaſe to ſend 
your Daughter Notice of our intended Viſit. (To Cha. 

Cha. I'll do't —hark you, Friend. ( hiſpers a Servant. 

Enter Sancho behind. 

San. I doubt my Maſter has foupd but rough Wel- 
come ! He's gone Supperleſs into his Study, I'd fain 
known the Reaſon— It may be ſome Body has borrow'd 

one of his Books, or ſo— I muſt find him out. 
(Stands afede. 
Ch. Sir, you cou'd not have ftarted any Thing more 
- - agreeable to my Inclination; and for the young Lady, 
Sir, if this old Gentleman will pleaſe to give me a Sight 
_ you ſhall ſee me whip mto her in the cutting of 
a Caper. 

Cha. wen! purſue, and conquer; tho” let me tell 
you, Sir, my Girl has Wit, and will give you as good 
as you bring ; ſhe has a Smart Way, Sir. 

C/o. Sir, I will be as ſmart as ſhe; I have my ſhare 
of Courage; I fear no Woman alive, Sir, having al- 
ways found, Sir, that Love and Aſſurance ought to be 
as inſeperable Companions, as a Beau and a Box, 
or a Curate and a Tobacco ſtopper. Cha. 
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Cha. Faith, thou art a pleaſant Rogue, I Gad ſhe 
mult like thee. . 

C/o. I know how to tickle the Ladies, Sir — In Pa- 
ri] had conſtantly two Challenges every morning came 
up with my Chocolate, only for being pleaſant Com- 
pany the Night before with the firit Ladies of Quality. 

Cha. Ah, filly envious Rogues ! Prithee, what did 
you do to their Ladies ? 

San. Poſitively nothing. ( 4fede 

Cho Why, the i rith is. I did make the Jades drink 
a little too {martly ; for which, the poor Dogs the Prin- 
ces cou'd not endure me. 

Cha. Why, haſt thou really convers'd with the Ra. 
Family. 

Cl. Convers'd with em! Aye, rot em, Aye! Aye! 
Dou mauit know ſome of em came with me 
half a Day's Journey, to ſee me a little on my Way hi- 
ther: But I Gad, I ſent young Louis back again to Marli, 
as drunk as a Tinker, by 7&w2 7 ia! ha] ha! I can't 
but laugh to think how old 17:zarchy growTd at him 
next Morning. 

Cie. God a Mercy Boy! Well! and I warrant thou 
wert as intimate wi h their Ladies too! 

San. Jait alike, I dare ag er for him. ( 4fid:. 

Ch. Why, you ſhall judge now, you ſhall judge— 
let me ſee ! there was, I and 1/-»/zcur no! no! 
no! Merficur did not ſup wit! us There was 
I, and Prince Grandmont, Duke de Bengrace, Duke 
de Pelli garde ( Bel! opurde == yes es, Jack 
was there !) C:unt de Eſprit, Mareſchal Bombarde, and 
that pleaſant Dog the Prince & Heautenbas, We ſix 
now were all at Supper, 2 in good Humour, Chan- 
pai gu was the Word, and Wit flew about the Room like 
a Pack of loſing Cards Now, Sir, in Matzm's adja- 
cent Lodgings, there happen'd to be ity ſame number 
of Ladies, after the fatigue of a Ballet, diverting them- 
ſelves with Ratifia, and the Splecn ; ſo dull, they were 
not able to talk, tho' it were ſcandalouſly ev'n of their 
beſt Friends: So, Sir, aſter a profound Silence, at laſt 
one of em gap'd O God ! ſays ſhe, wou'd that plea- 
ſant Dog Clog were here ww Bai a litde—Hey, fays 

| | a ie- 
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a f. „and ſtretch d. Ah, Mon Dica ! ſays a third 
and wak'd—Cou'd not one find him ſays a fourth 
—and leerd—O ! burn him, fays a fifth, I ſaw him 
go out with the naſty Rakes of the Bed again 
in a Pett Did you fo, fays a fixth —— Pargic ! 
we'll ſpoil that Gang preſently —in a Paſſion. Where- 
upon, Sir, in two Minutes, I receiv'd a Billet in four 
Words — Chicn Nous ces Demardins : Subſcrib'd, 
Grandmint, Bongrace, Bellegarde, L'Eſprit, Bombarde, 
Hautenbas. 

Cha. Why, theſe are the very names of the Princes 
you gg with ? 

Clo. Every Soul of em. the individual Wife or Siſ- 
ter of every Man in the Comrany ! Split me! Ha! ba? 

Cha. And Ant. Ha! ha! ha! 

Sau. Did ever two old Gudgeons ſwallow ſo greedily ? 


| ( Aſide. 

Ant. Well! and didſt thou make a Night on't, Boy ? 

Cho. Yes, I Gad! and a Morning too, Sir; for about 
eight a Clock the next Day flap they all ſous'd upon 
their Kees, kiſs' d round, burnt their Commedes, drank 
my Health, broke their Glaſſes, and io parted. 

Ant. Gad 'a Mercy, Cloay ! Nay, twas always a 
wild young Rogue ! 

Ca. I like him the better for't—he's a pleaſant one, 
Tm fure. 

Art. Well! the Rogue gives him a rare Account of 
his Travels. 
Ch. I Gad, Sir, I have a Cure for the Spleen; A ha! 
I know how to riggle my ſelf into a Lady's Favours 
give me Leave when you pleaſe, Sir. | 
. Cha. Sir you ſhall have it this moment Faith 
I like him You remember the Conditions, Sir ; 
three Parts of your Eſtate to him and his Heirs. 

Ant. Sir, he deſerves itall ; 'tis not a Trifle ſhall part 
'em : You fee Charles has given over the World; Fll 
— to buy his Birth Riglit for a Shelf of new 


Cha. Aye! aye! get you the Writings ready, with 
your other Son's Hand to em, for ualcis he figns, the 
Conveyance is of no Validity. 

Ant, 
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Ant. I know it, Sir, —they ſhall be ready with his 
Hand in two Hours. 

Cha. Why then, come along, my Lad, and now I'll 
ſhew thee to my Daughter. 

Ch. I dare be ſhewn, Sir, — Alon : Hey, Suivors, 
L' Amour. (Sings) { Exeunt. 

San. How ! my poor Maſter to be diſinherited, for 
Monfieur, Sa! fa! there, and I a Looker on too! If we 
have ſtudy d our Majors and our Minors, Antecedents 
and Conſcquents, to be concluded Coxcombs at laſt, we 
have made a fair Hand on't; I am glad I know of this 
Roguery, however; I'll take Care my Maſter's Uncle, 
old Don Lewis, ſhall hear of it; for tho he can hardly 
read a Proclamation, yet he dotes upon his Learning; 
and if he be that old rough teſty Blade he us d to be, we 
may chance to have a Rubbers with em fiſt _An. 
Here he comes perfe 20. 

Enter Don Lewis. 

D. Lew. Sancho ! where's my Boy Charles? What, 
is heat it? Is heat it? Deep deep. I warrant 
him — Sancho ! A little Peep now--one Peep at him 
thro' the Key-hole—I muſt have a Peep. 

San. Have a Care, Sir, he's upon a magical Point. 

D. Lew. What, has he loſt any Thing ? 

San. Yes, Sir, he has loſt with a Vengeance. 

D. Lew. But what, what, what, what, Sirrah ! What 
ist? 

San. Why, his Birth-Right, Sir, he is di- di dis 
diſinherited. (Sol bing. 

D. Lew. Ha! how when! what! where! who! 

what doſt thou mean? 
San. His Brother, Sir, is to marry Angelina, the 
great Heireſs, to enjoy three Parts of his Father's Eftate ; 
and my Maſter is to have a whole Acre of new Books, 
for ſetting his Hand to the Conveyance. 

A Lew. This muſt be a Lie, Sirrab, 4 will have it 
A | 

San. With all my Heart, Sir; but here comes my old 
Maſter, and that Pick-pocket the Lawyer; they'll tell 
you more. | 


_ Enter 
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Enter Antonio and a Loaoyer. 

Ant. Here, Sir, this Paper has your full Inſtructi- 
ons : Pray be ſpeedy, Sir, I don't know but we may 
couple em to Morrow ; be ſure you make it firm. 

Law. Do you ſecure his Hand, vir, I defy the Law 
to give him Title again, (Ext. 

an. What think you now, Sir? 

D. Lew. Why, now methinks Tm pleas'd—this is 
right — I m d muſt cut that Lawyer 's Throat, 
tho'—— muſt bone him—ay ! I'll have him bon d 
and potted. 

Ant. Brother, how is't ? 

D. Lew. O mighty well—mighty well—let's feel 
your Pulſe—PFeveriſh. [ Looks earnefily in Antonio's 

— and after ſome Pauſe, whiſtles a Piece of a 
une. 

Ant. You are merry, Brother. 

D. Lew. It's a Lie. 

Ant. How, Brother ? 

D. Lew. A damn'd Lie—T'm not merry. (Smiling. 

Ant. What are you then ? 

D. Lew. Very angry. ( Laughing. 

Ant. Hi! hi! hi! at what, Brother? ( Mimicking bim. 
- Lew. Why, at a very wiſe Settlement I have made 
y. 
Ant. What Settlement, good Brother ? I find he has 
heard of it. Alt. 

D. Lew. What do you think I have done? — 1 
 have—this deep Head of mine has diſinherited my 
elder Son, becauſe his Underſtanding's an Honour to my 
Family ; and given it all to my younger, becauſe he's a 
Puppy ! a Puppy. 

Ant. Come, I gueſs your meaning, Brother. 
D. Lew. Do you ſo, Sir? Why then, I muſttell you 
flat and plain, my Boy Charles muſt and ſhall inherit it. 

Ant. Tay no, unleſs Charles had a Soul to value his 
Fortune: What! he ſhould manage eight thouſand 
Crowns a Year out of the Metapbyſficks ! A 
ſhould look to my Vineyaggs ! Horace ſhould buy off my 
Wines! Tragedy ſhould kill my Mutton ! Hi/tory ſhould 
cut down my Hay ! Homer ſhould get in my Corn L 7:- 

tere 


: 
: 
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tere tu Patulr look to my Sheep! and Geometry bring 
my Harveſt Home — Hark you, Brother, do you know 
what Learning is ? 

D. Lew. What if I don't, Sir? I believe it's a fine 
Thing, and that's enough —— Tho' I can't ſpeak no 
Greet, I love and honour the Sound of it, and Charles 
ſpeaks it loftily ; I Gad, he thunders it out, Sir; and, 
let me tell you, Sir, if you had ever had the Grace to 
have heard but fix Lines of Heſfod, or Fomer, or Iliad, 
or any of the Greet Poets, ods Heart! it would have 
made your Hair ſtand an end; Sir, he has read ſuch 
Tinngs in my Hearin 

Ant. But did you d *em, Brother? 

D. ew. I tell you no. What does that ſignify ? 
2 very Sound's a ſuſſicient Comfort to an honeſt 

Ant. Fye l fye ! I wonder you talk fo, that are 
c 

D. Lew. Should, Sir! Yes, and do, Sir: Sir, I'd 
have you to know I have ſtudy d, I have run over Hi/- 
tory, Poetry, Philoſophy. 

Ant. You like b oh over a KHarp/icord, rare Muſick 
—you have read Catalogues I believe. Come, come, 
Brother, my younger Boy is a fine Gentleman. 

D. Lew. A fad Dog— II buy a prettier Fellow in a 
Penny-worth of Ginger-bread. 

Art What I propoſe, I'll do, Sir, fay you your 
Pleaſure— Here comes one I muſt talk with Well, 
Brother, what News ? , 

Enter Charino. 

Cha. O! to our Wiſhes, Sir; Clody's a right Bait 
for a Girl, Sir; a budding, ſprightly, Fellow: She's a 
little ſhy at firſt ; but I gave him his Cue, and the Rogue 


does ſo whiſk, and friſk, and fing, and dance her about, 


Odſbub ! he plays like a Greyhound. Noble Don 
Lewis,” I am your humble Servant: Come, what ſay 
you ? Shall I prevail with you to ſettle ſome part of 
your Eſtate upon young Clady ? 

D. Lew. Cloay ? | 

Cha. Aye, your Nephew, Clody. 
D. Lew.. Settle upon him 


Cha. 
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Cha. Aye. 

D. Lew. Why, look you, I han't much to ſpare ; but 
I have an admirable Horſe-· Pond Lil ſettle that 
upon him, if you will. 

Ant. Come, let him have his Way, Sir, he's old 
and haſty; my Eſtate's ſufficient. How does your 
Daughter, Sir ? 

Cha. Ripe, and ready, Sir, like a bluſhing Roſe, ſhe 
only waits for pulling. 

Ant. Why then, let to Morrow be the Day. 

Cha. With all my Heart; get you the Wricings rea- 
dy, my Gir! ſhall be here in the Morning 
i 4 Lew. Hark you, Sir, do you ſuppoſe my Char /cs 

* . 0 

Cha. Sir, I ſuppoſe _— what I'll do, I'll jaſit- 
fy ; what your Brother does, let him anſwer. 

Ant. That I have already, Sir, and ſo good Morrow 
to your Patience, Brother. ( E xeunt. 

D. Lew. Sancho ! 

San. vir. 

- 2 Fetch me ſome Gun powder quick quick. 

an. Sir. 

D. Lew. Some Gun powder, I fay,—a Barrel— 
quickly — and d'ye hear, three Penny-· worth of Ratf- 
jr Hey! ay, I'll blow up one, and poyſon the 
Other. 

San. Come, Sir, I ſee what you would be at, and if 
you dare take my Advice, (I don't want Wit at a Pinch, 
Sir) e en let me try if I can fire my Maſter enough with 
the Praiſes of the young Lady, to make him rival his 
Brother ; that would blow 'em up indeed, Sir. 

D. Lew. Pſha ! impoſſible, he never ſpoke fix words 
to any Woman in his Life, but his Bed maker. 

San. So much the better, Sir; therefore, if he ſpeaks 
at all, it's the more likely to be out of the Road 
Hark, he rings ——1I muft wait upon him. Exit. 

D. Lian Theſe damn'd old Rogues? can't look 
my poor Boy in the Face: But come, Charles, let em 
go on, thou ſhall not want Money to buy thee Books 
yet That old Fool thy Father, and this young Puppy, 
ſhall not ſhare a Groat of mine between 'em! Nay, to 


plague 
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plague - em, I could find in my en 
"px A Eſtate in a Paſlion, and leave the 
World in a Fury. ( Exit. 
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ACT Il. 


Enter Antonio, and Sancho. 


Ant. OIR, he ſhall have what's fit for him. 
San. No Inheritance, Sir ? 
Ant. Enough to give him Books, and a moderate 
Maintenance : That's as much as he cares for; you talk 
like a Fool, a Coxcomb ; trouble him with Land 


fifty 
rn keenly Tana will that 


you, Sir? 
Got. Young Maſter, Sir! I wiſh your Honour had 
given me a little more Warning. 

- to. „ 
of it a > + | 
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Jade cuts the Cords aſunder, and look the Sheets 
C fine and well ſcented and, d' ye hear 


lay on three Pillows ! away! ( Execunt: 
Carlos alone in his Stady. 

Car. What a perpetual Noiſe theſe People make ? my 
Head is broken with a Parenthefis-in every Corner; I 
have forgot to eat and —_ with reading ; all my Fa- 
culties turn into Study : W hat a Misfortune 'tis in human 
Nature, that the Body will not live on that which feeds 
the mind ! ————z{iow unprofitable a Pleaſure is Eat- 
ing ? Sancho ! 

| Enter Sancho. 

San. Did you call, Sir ? 

Car. Prithee, what noiſe is this ? 

San. The Cooks are hard at work, Sir, cropping 
Herbs, and mincing Meat, and breaking Marrow- 

Car. And is it thus at every Dinner ? 

San. No, Sir; but we have high Doings to Day: 

Car. Well, ſet this Folio in it's Place again; then 
make me a little Fire, and get me a Manchet ; I'll dine 
alone Does my young Brother ſpeak any Greek 
yet, Sancho ? : | | 
San. No, Sir, but he ſpits French like a Magpy, and 
that's more in Faſhion. 

Car. He ſteps before me there; I think I read it well 
enough to underſtand it, but when I am to give it Ut- 
terance, it quarrels with my Tongue Again that 
Noiſe! Prithee tell me, Sancho, are there any Princes 
to dine here? 

San. Some that are as happy as Princes, Sir. 
your Brother's marry'd to Day. 

Car, What of that! might not fix Diſhes ſerve em? 
I never have but one, and eat of that but ſparingly. 

San. Sir, all the Country round is invited; not a 
that knows the Houſe, but comes too ; all open, Sir. 

Car. Prithee, who is it my Brother marnes ? 

San. Old Charino's Daughter, Sir, the great Heireſs; 
a delicate Creature: young, ſoft, ſmooth, fair, plump, 
and ripe as a Cherry and they ſay, modeſt 00. 

Car. That's ftrange ; prithee how do theſe modeſt 
Women look ? I never yet convers'd with any buc my 

own 


** 
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own Mother ; to me they ever were but ſhadows, ſeen 
and unregarded. 

San. Ah! would you ſaw this Lady, Sir, ſhe'd draw 
you farther than your Archimedes ; ſhe has a better Se- 
cret than any's in Ariſtotle; if you ſtudy d for it, I Gad 
pw d find her the prettieſt natural Philoſopher to play 
with. 

Car. Is ſhe ſo fine a Creature? 

San. Such Eyes! ſuch Looks! ſuch a Pair of pretty, 

ump, pouting Lips! ſuch Softneſs in her Voice ! ſuch 

ufick too ! and when ſhe ſmiles, ſuch roguiſh Dim- 
ples in her Cheeks! ſuch a clear Skin! white Neck, and 
a little lower, ſuch a Pair of round, hard, heaving what 
d'ye callums— ah? 

Car. Why, thou art in Love, Sancho. 

San -. Aye! ſo would you be, if you ſaw her, Sir. 

Car. I don't think ſo. What Settlement does my 
Father make 'em ? 

San. Only all his dirty Land, Sir, and makes your 
Brother his ſole Heir. 

Car. Maſt I have nothing? 

San. Books in abundance ; Leave to ſtudy your Eyes 
out, Sir. a 

Car. I am the elder born, and have a Title too. 

San. No matter for that, Sir, he'll have Poſſeſſion 
of the Lady too. 

Car. I wiſh him happy —— he'll not inherit my lit- 
tle Underſtanding too 

San. O, Sir, he's more a Gentleman than to do that 
ds me! Sir, Sir, here comes the very Lady, 
the Bride, your Siſter that muſt be, and her Father. 

b Enter Charino and Angelina. 
Stand cloſe, you'll both fee and hear, Sir. 

Car. I ne'er ſaw any yet ſo fair! ſuch Sweetneſs in 
her Look ! ſuch Modeſty ! if we may think the Eye the 
Window to the Heart, ſhe has a thouſand treaſur'd 
Virtues there. 

San. So! the Book's gone. [Aue. 

Cha. Come, prithee put on a briſker Look ; Ods 
Heart, doſt thou think in Conſcience that's fit for thy 
Wedding- day? | 

Ang. 
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Ang. Sir, I wiſh it were not quite ſo ſudden ; a little 
Time for farther Thought perhaps had made it eaſier to 
me: To change ſor ever, is no Trifle, Sir, 

Car. A Wonder | 

Cha. Look you, his Fortune T have taken care of, and 
his Perſon you have no exceptions to. What, in the 
Name of Jenas, would the Girl have? 

Ang. I never ſaid, of all the World I made him, Sir, 
my Choice : Nay, tho' he be yours, I cannot fay I am 
highly pleas'd with him, nor yet am averſe ; but I had 
rather welcome your Commands and him, than Diſ- 
obedience. 

Cha. O ! if that be all, Madam, to make you eaſy, 
my Commands are at your Service. 

Ang. IT have done with my Objections, Sir. 

Cam Such Underſtanding, in fo foft a Form. 
Happy Happy Brother. — may he be happy, while 
1 fit down in Patience, and alone ? I have gaz'd too 
much-- Reach me an Op. (Exit Car. and San. 

Cha. I ſay, put on your beſt Looks, Huſſy 
for here he comes, Faith. 

Enter Clodio. 
Ah! my dear Cloay / 

Cle. My dear, (Me. him. ) dear Dad. Hah! Ma 
Princefſe ! efles wyous la donc! A ha! Non, non, Je ne 
my Connois Guerre, &c. (Sings) Look, look, 
o'Sly-boots ; what, ſhe knows nothing of the Matter ? 
But you will, Child—I Gad, I ſhall count the Clock 
extreamly to Night: Let me ſee——what Time ſhall 
I riſe to Morrow? Not till after Nine. 
Ten. Eleven, for a Piſtole. Ah C'|/ a dire 
votre caur inſenſible oft en fin vaincu. Non, non, &c. 

( Sings a ſecond Verſe. 
Enter Antonio, Don Lewis, and Lawyer. 

Ant, Well ſaid Clady; my noble Brother, welcome; 
my fair Daughter, I give you Joy. 

Ch. And fo will I too, Sir. Allons ! Vivens ! Chanſ- 
ens! Dancons ! Hey L'autre Four, &c. (Sings and 
Dances, &c. 

Ant. Well faid again, Boy. Sir, you and your Writ- 
ings are welcome. What, my angry Brother! nay, you 

| il 
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nv your Welcome too, or we ſhall make but a 


* 


on t. 
. Lew. Sir, I am not welcome, nor I won't be wel- 
no Body's welcome, and you are all a Par- 


Sir? 
.——— Miſerable Wretches -— fad Dogs. 

y, Sir, bear with him, he's old and 
e 
A Lie, 
. Long dear Rogue, prithee don't 

't m 
ſhell break thy Head, if thou doſt. 
! what, I find you are angry at me, 


Bi 


] 


FT 


sesbes 
4 
2 
8 


0 


2 


[of 
2 


denke 
Sy, 
2 


=j 
Ty 
rr 


peeviſh 

„ (To 
t {weet Creature ! Muſt this fair Flow- 
7 to ſtick up in a Piece of raſcally Earthen 
Ware? 1 muſt ſpeak to her Puppy, ſtand out of 
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t to have a handſome Man yok'd to you, one of 
rſtanding too I am ſorry to ſay it, but this Fel- 
low's Scull's extremely thick he _ (_— any 
_——_ , but muffs and Snuff boxes ; 
or, fay he ſhould have a Thing ſhap'd like a Child, you 
can make nothing of it, but a Taylor. 

Qs. Ods me! why, you are tefty, my dear Uncle. 

D. Lw. Will no Body take that troubleſome Dog 
out of my Sight—I can't ſtay where he is— II go fee 


my Boy Charls=-T've diſturb d Madam, 
342 18 Ant. 
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Ant, You'll come again, and drink the Bride's Health, 
Brother ? 

D. Lew. That Lady's Health I may ; and, if ſhe'll 
give me Leave, perhaps fit by her at Table too. 

Cho. Ha, ha! Bye Nuncle. 

D. Lew. Puppy, good Byew— (Exit D. Lewis. 

Ang. An od Lumour'd Gentleman. 

Ant. Very odd indeed, Child ; I ſuppoſe in pure 1 
Spite, he'll make my Son Charles his Heir. | 1 
Ang. Methinks I would not have a light Head, nor y 
one laden with too much Learning, as my Father ſays r 
this Carlis is; ſure there's ſomething hid in that Gentle- | 
man's Concerns for him, that ſpeaks him not ſo mere 


a Log. 
Ant. Come, ſhall we go and ſeal Brother ? the Prieft 
ſtays for us; when Car/os has ſign'd the Conveyance, 
as he ſhall preſently, we'll then to the Wedding, and fo 
to Dinner. | 
Cha. With all my Heart, Sir. 
Ch. Allons! ma chere Princeſſe. ( Exeunt. 
Carlos in his Study, with Don Lewis, and Sancho. 
D. Lew. Nay, you ate undone. 
Car. Then ] muſt ſtudy, Sir, to bear my Fortune. 
D. Lew. Have you no greater Feeling? 
San. You were ſenſible of the great Book, Sir, when 
it fell upon your Head ; and won't the Ruin of your 
Fortune ſtir you? 
Car. Will he have my Books too? 
D. Lew. No, no, he has a Book, a fine one too, 
call'd, The Gentleman's Recreation; or, the ſecret Art of 
gettins Sons and Daughters: Such a Creature ! a Beau- 
ty in Folio! would thou hadſt her in thy Study, Carlos, 
tho it were but to new claſp her. 
San. He has ſeen her, Sir. 
D. Lew, Well, and — and 
San He flung away his Book, Sir. 
D. Lew Did he Faith? would he had flung away 1 
his Humour too, and ſpoke to her. 0 
Car. Muſt my Brother then have all? | 
D. Lew. All, all 
Lan. All chat your nn Sir. 


26 Loves makes a Man; or, 
Car. And that fair Creature too ? 


Sar. Aye, Sir. 

D. Lew. Hay! 

Car. He has © then. (Sighing. 
D. Lew. He have her, Charles ! why wou'd, wou 


that is——hay ! 
Car. N ſometimes, and call her 


gi 
» Why, thou ſhalt wiſh her Joy, Boy; Faith, 
e- gd bmi Crean, ſhe'll take it kindly. 
ou think ſo, Uncle? 
D. Lew. Tu to her, and tell her of you. 
Car. Do, Sir,—Stay, Uncle—will ſhe not think me 
rude ? I would not for the World offend her. 
D. Lew. Fend a Fiddle-ſtick—let me alone — 1 


n, | 
Car. Nay, but Sir ! dear Uncle. 
D. Lew. A bum! a hum! (Exit. D. Lewis. 


a Nay, no great Matter, Child, only to put your 

” — f's 2 this Bit of Parchment ; I think 
Hand, Charles. 

A Uſe may it be ? 


o jak your Tide in the Land I have, 


2 Sir? 


s all, Sir, 


The For's Fortune. 27 
nothing elſe : Look you, you ſhall 


Art. No, no, tis 


to me. 
Car. You'll excuſe me, Sir, if I make no great Stay 


with you. 
Ant. Do as thou wik, cn —_—— 
haſta Mind to. ( Exeunt. 


San. Now has he undone himſelf for ever; Odſheart, 
TI down into the Cellar, and be ftark drunk —"—— 
Brit. 


The SCENE changes to a Dining-Room, a large Table 


Enter Charino with Angelina, Clodio, Don Lewis, 
Ladies, Prieft, and a Lawyer. 

Law. Come, let him bring his Son's Hand, and all's 
done: Are you ready, Sir ? 

Prieft, Sir, I ſhall diſpatch them preſently, immedi- 
ately ! for in Truth I am an hungry. 

Clo. I Gad, I warrant you the Prieſt and I cou'd 
both fall to without ſaying Grace Ha ! you little 
Rogue! what, you think it long too? 

Ang. I find no Fault, Sir; Things were well 
done, than done too haſtily Sir, you look me- 
lancholy. (To D. Lewis. 
D. Lew. Sweet ſwelling Bloſſom! Ah that I had the 
gathering of thee ! I would ſtick thee in the Boſom of 
a pretty young Fellow—Ah! thou haſt miſs'd a Man 
(but that he is fo bewitch'd to his Study, and knows no 
other Miſtreſs, than his Mind) ſo far this feather- 
headed Puppy 
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to Heaven, and heavenly Wonders, to Nature, 
and her dark and fecret Cauſes. 
An. Does he f. ſo well there, Sir? 

D. Law. To Admiration ! ſuch Curioſities! but he 
can't look a Woman in the Face ; if he does, he bluſhes 
Ang. But a little Converſation, methinks —— 

D. Lew. Why, fol think too; but the Boy's be- 
witch'd, and the Devil can't bring him to't : Shall I try 
men Joy ? 

Ang. I ſhall receive it as becomes his Siſter, Sir. 

Clo. Look, look, old Teſty will fall in Love by and 
by ; he's hard at it, ſplit me. 

Ca. Let him alone, ſhe'll fetch him about, I war- 
rant you. 
Clo. So, here my Father comes! Now, Prieſt ! Ley ! 
my Brother too! that's a Wonder ! broke like a Spirit 
from his Cell. 

Enter Antonio and Carlos. 

D. Lew. Odſo! here he is!] that's he! a little inclin- 
ns to the lean, or ſo, but his Underſtanding's the fatter 

t. 


Ant. Come, Charles, tuas your Deſire to ſee my 
fair Daughter and the good Company, and then to ſeal 
before 'em all, and give your Brother Joy. 

Cha. He does 3 I ſhall. think the better of him 
as long as I live. | | 

Car. Is this the Lady, Sir ? 

Ant. Aye, that's your Siſter, Charles. 

Car. Forbid it Love! (Aide) Do you not think 
ſhe'll grace our Family? 

Ant. No doubt on't, Sir. 

Car. Shou'd I not thank her for ſo unmerited a Grace ? 

Ant. Aye, and welcome, Charles. 

D. Lew. Now, my Boy! give her a gentle Twiſt 

the Fingers! lay your Lips ſoftly, ſoftly, cloſe and 
hers. ( Apart to Carlos. 


» (Salutes 
Angelina] Diſſolving Softneſs ! O the drowning Joy 
Happy !-— Happy he that fips eternally fuch Nectar 
0c. 
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leſs Draughts of ever ſpringing Beauty. — But you, 
fair Creature, ſhare by far the higher Joy ; if, as lve 
read, (nay, nov / am ſure) the {o'e Delight of Love lies 
only in the Power to give. 

Ang. How near his Thoughts agree with mine ! This 
the mere Scholar I was told of! ( Afide. })—1 find, Sir, 
you have experienc'd Love, you ſeem acquainted with 
the Paſſion. 

Car. I've had, indeed, a dead pale Glimpſe in Theo- 
ry, but never ſaw th' eniivening Light before. 

Ang. Ha ! before ! ( Afar. 

Ant. Well, theſe are very fine Compliments, Charles; 
but vou ſay nothing to your Brother yet. 

Car. O yes, and wiſh him, Sir, with any other Beau- 
ty, (if poſlible) more laſting Joy than I could taſte with 
her 


. He ſpeaks unhappily. 

22 Ha _ . you ſay, Brother? 

Ant. Nay, for my Part, I don't underſtand him. 

Cha. Nor I. 

D. Lew. Stand clear, I do —and that ſweet Creg- 
ture too, I hope. 

Ang. Too well, I fear. ( Afide. 

Ant. Come, come, to the Writing, Charles ; prithee 
leave thy ſtudying. Man. 

Car. I'll leave my Life firſt; I ſtudy now to be a Man: 
before, what Man was, was but my drgument——[ 
now am on the Proof I find, I feel my ſelf a!Man— 
nay I fear it too. 

D. Lew. He has it! he has it ! my Boy's in for't. 

C/o. Come, come, will you 

D. Lew. Stand out of the way, Puppy. 

( Interpofing with his Back to Clody. 

Car. Whence is it, fair, that while I offer 8 to 
you, my Thoughts want Words, my Words their free 
and honeſt Utterance? Why is it thus I tremble at your 
Touch, and fear your Frown, as would a frighted Child 
the dreadful Lightning? Yet ſhould my deareſt Friend 
or Brother dare to check my vain deluded Wiſhes, O! I 
ſhould turn, and tear him like an offended Lyon — 1s 
this, can it, muſt it be in a Siſter's Power? 

: B 3 Clo. 
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Clo. I fay, will you fign, 

Away, I have no Time for Trifles ! Room for 
an rother. 

Way now ? 

Ant. Aye, but this is trifling, Charles ! come, come, 
your Hand, Man. 

Car. Your Pardon, Sir, I cannot ſeal yet; had you 
only ſhew'd me Land, I had refign'd it free, and proud 
to have beſtow'd it to your Pleaſure: "Tis Care, tis Dirt, 
and Trouble : But you have open'd to me ſuch a Trea- 
ſure, ſuch unimagin'd Mines of ſolid Joy, that I perceive 
my Temper ftubborn now, ev'n to a churliſh Avarice 
of Love Heaven direct my Fortune. 

Ant. And fo you won't part with your Title, Sir? 

Car. Sooner with my Soul of Reaſon, be a Plant, a 
Beaſt, a Fiſh, a Fly, and only make the Number of A- 
nimals, or Things up, than yield one Foot of Land 
¶ the be ty d to't. 

Cha. I don't like this, he talks odly methinks. 

Lug. Yet with a Bravery of Soul might warm the 
alen Heart. ( 5ids. 

Co. Pſhaw, Pox, prithee, Brother, you had better 
think of thofe Things in your Study, Man. 

Car. Go you ſtudy, for tis Time, young ro- 
ther: Turn o'er the tedious Volumes I have read, think, 
and digeſt them, well! the wholſomeſt Food for green 
conſumptive Minds ! wear out whole faſted Days, and 


by the pale weak Lamp, away the freezing Nights, 
rather make dim thy Sight, than leave thy Mind in 
Doubtand Darkneſs : Confne 
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from the Poet's Spring, and learn to ſoften thy Deſires, 
nor dare to dream of Marriage Vows, till thou haſt 
taught thy Soul, like mine, to love —— = Is it for thee 
to wear a Jewel of this ineſtimable Worth ? 

D. Law. Ah! Charles! (Kiſs him) What ſay you 
to the Scholar now, Chicken ? 

Ang. A Wonders this Gentleman your Brother, 
Sir ? (To Clody. 

Clo. Hay ! no, my—Madam, not quite— that is, he 
is a little a-kin by the—Pox on him, wou'd he were 
bury d I can't tell what to ſay to him, ſplit me. 

An:. Poſitively, you will not feal then, ha—? 

Car. Neither I ſhoutd not blindly fay I will not 
— me intreat a Moment's Pauſe — for, even yet, 
perhaps I may. | Sighing. 

Ang. Forbid it Fortune ! ( 

Ant. O may you ſo, Sir! 

Ch. Aye! Sir, hay ! What, you are come to your 
ſelf I find, 'ſheart ! | | ; 

Cha. Aye, aye, give him a little Time, he'll thin 
better on't, I warrant you. | . 

Car. Perhaps, fair Creature, I have done you Vrong, 
whoſe olighted Love and Hope went Hand in Hand to- 
gether, but I conjure yon, think my Life were hateful af- 
ter ſo baſe, ſo barbarous an Act as parting em: What! 
to lay waſte at once for ever all the gay Bloſſoms of your 
forward Fortune, the is'd Wiſhes of your young 
Defire, your fruitful . and your ſpringing Joy: 
your thriving Softneſs, and your cluſter d Kiſſes, grow- 
ing on the Lips of Love, devour'd with an unthirity 
Infant's Appetite ! O forbid it, Love! forbid it, Na- 
ws and — | J have no Land, no Fortune, Life, 

or Being, while your Neceſſity of Peace 2 em: 
Say! or give me Need to think your ſmalleſt Hope de- 
pends on my objected Ruin; my Ruin is my Safety 
there; my Fortune, or my Life reſign d with Joy, fe 
your Account of happy Hours were ti but rais'd to 
any added Number. 

Cha. Why aye! there's ſome Civivility in this. 

C/o. The Fellow really talks very prettily. 


B 4 | Car: 
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Car. But if in bare Compliance to a Father's Will, 
you now but ſuffer Marriage, or yet what will be worſe, 
gives an extorted Bond, impos'd on the Simplicity of 

ur Youth, and dare confeſs you wiſh ſome honeſt 
Friend would fave, or free you from its bard Conditi 
ons; I then again have Land, have Life, and Reſolu- 
tion, waiting ſtill upon your happier Fortune. 

Ch. Ha! ba — 4 ] Gad ! I long to 
Tee what this will come to! 

Prisf. In Truth, unleſs ſome Body is marry'd pre- 
ſently, the Dinner will be ſpoil'd, and then no 
Body will be able to eat it. 

Ant. Brother, I ſay, let's remove the Lady. 

Cha. Force her from him 

Car. Tis too late! I have a Figure here! Sooner 
ſhall Bodies leave their Shade ; as well you might attempt 
to ſhut old Time into a Den, and from his downy 
bcc, oep the ſwift Hours away, or ſteal Eternity to 
ftop his Glaſs ; ſo fix d, fo rooted here is every growing 
Thought of her. 

Clo. Gads me; what, now tis troubleſome again, is 


Car. Conſider, fair One, now's the very Cxiſis of our 
Tate: You cannot have it ſure, to ask if Honour be 
the Parent of my Love: If you can love for Love, and 
think your Heart rewarded there, like two young Vines 
we'll cur] together, circling our Souls in never ending 
Joy ; Lag 5 pax together, and we'll bear one Fruit ; 
one Joy us ſmile, one Sorrow mourn; one 
Age go with us, one Hour of Death ſhall cloſe our Eyes, 
and one cold Grave ſhall hold us happy Say but you 
hate me not! O ſpeak! Give but the ſofteſt Breath to 


— Ü—1üꝛ7 — 


i oY Gyn cannot hke that 
'd me. 
hal! my Soul requite this Goodneſs ? 
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Cha. Beyond Patience] This is down- Inſo- 
A N 218 


Ch. Aye, aye! em, 'em. 
D. Lew. Doll 12 ! SETS 
(Sings and draws in their Defence. 

Cha. Call an Officer, I'll have em forc'd aſunder. 

Ang. Nay, then I am reduc'd to take Protection here. 

[Goes to Carlos. 

Car. O Extaſy of Heart! tranſporting Joy ! 

D. Lew. Lorra! Dorrol! Lol! 9 

Cha. A Plot! a Plot a Tm Bo 2 Murder? 

Treaſon! Gun- powder Tu be 

Ant. Sir, you ſhall have Crs © 

Car. I'll be _— ' 5 

Ant. Carlos y, forego the Lady. 

Car. Never while I have Senſe of Being, Life, or 

Motion. 

Ch. You won't! Gadſo! What. then I find I muſt 
out upon this Buſineſs ? 4/ons! the Lady, Sir! 
| ON Oe OE 1 Cod 

Preſerting his Point to 0. 

Cha. Til have his Blood 4 

Car. Hold, Uncle! Come, Brother, ſheath your Au- 

ger — I'll do my beſt to ſatisfy you all — — but firſt, I 
would intreat a Bleſſing here. 

Ant. Out of my Doors! thou art no Son of mine! 


| (Exit. Ant. 
Car, I am ſorry I have loſt a Father, Sir for 
you, Brother, ſince once you had a ſeeming Hope, in 
lieu of what you've loſt, half of my Birth · right. 
Ch. No Halves ! no Halves, Sir; the whole Lady! 
Car. Why, then the Whole, if you can like the 
Terms. 
- 4 What Terms? What Terms? Come quict, 
ic 
7 The firſt is this, —- (Szatches DB. Lewis's Sword) 
Win her and wear her; for, on my Soul, unleſs my Bo- 
dy fail, my Mind ſhall never yield thee up a Thought in 


E 75 i D. Let. 


Love. 
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D. Lew. God a Mercy, Charles! To him Boy! 1 
Gad! this Love has made a Man of him. 

Car. This is the firſt good Sword I ever pois'd in An- 

yet ; 'tis ſharp I'm ſure, if it but my putting 

me, I ſhall ſo hunt your Inſolence! l feel the 
okay N- thou a native 
Fencer, in ſo fair a „I thus ſhould hold thee at the 
worſt Defiance. 

Ch. Look Brother, take Care of your ſelf, I 
ſhall certainly be in you the firſt Thruſt, but if you had 
W this Bu- 


Car. Away, Trifler! I would be loth to prove thee a 
Coward too. 

Clo. Coward ! Why then, really, Sir, if you ghee 
Midriff's the Word, Brother; are a Son of a Whore 
— Alon, ( They fight, and dio is diſarm'd. 

Cha. His Blood ! I fay, his Blood l have it, by all 
the Scars and Wounds of Honour in my Family. Exit. 

Car. There, Sir, take your Life — and mend it — be 
gone without Reply. 

Ang. Are you wounded, Sir? 

Car. Only in my Fears for you : How ſhall we beſtow 
us, Uncle ? 

D. Lew Pofitively, we are not fafe here, this Lady 
being an Heire's : Follow me. 

Car. Good Angels guard us. [ Exeunt with Ang. 

Ch. Gadſo! I never fenc'd ſo ill in all my Life—ne- 
ver in my Life. ſplit me | 

Eater Monſieur. 

M-n/. Sire, here be de Trompete, de Haute-Boy, de 
Muſique, de Maitre Dancer, dat deſeer to know if you 
ſal be pleaſe to 'ave de Maſque begin. 

Clo. Hay! What does this Puppy fay now? 

Mon. Sire, the Muſique. x 

Cle. Why aye————that's true but — tel} 


em —— Plague on em, tell em they are not ready 
un' d- 
Man. Sire, dare is all Tune, all prepare. 
Ch. Aye! Why then, tell em that my Brother's wiſe 
again, and has ſpoil*d all, and I am bubbled, a 
. "t: 
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fhan't be marry d till next Time : but I have fought with 
him, and he has difarm'd me; and fo he won't releaſe 
the Land, nor give me my Miſtreſs again; and I——I 
am undone, that's all, (Exeunt, 

Enter Charino, Antonio, Officers, and Servants. 

Cha. Officer, do your Duty: I ſay, ſeize em all. 

Ant. Carry em this Minute before —— How now! 
what all fled ! 

Cha, Ha! my Girl! my Child! my Heireſs! I am 
abus'd! I am cheated! I am robb'd! I amraviſh'd! 
murder d! and flung in a Ditch. 

4 Who let em out? Which Way went they, Vile 
ins ? | 

Ser. Sir, we had no Order to ſtop them ; but they 
went out at that Door, not fix Minutes ago 

Cha. I'll purſue em with Bills, Warrants, Actions, 
Writs, and Malice. I'm a Lawyer, Sir; they ſhall find . 
I underffand Ruin. 

Ant Nay. they ſhall be found, Sir; run you to the 
Port, Sirrah, fee if any Ships are going off, and bring us 


Notice immediately. 
Enter Sancho drunk. 
San. Ban, ban, Cac-caliban ! ( Sings... 


Ant. Here comes a Kogue, I'll warrant, knows che 
Bottom of all! Where's my Son, Villain? 

Sar. Hick up! —80n, Sir! 

Cha. Where's my Daughter, Sifrah ? - 

San. Daughter, Sir! hick up! 

| Cha. Aye, my Daughter Raſcal ! 

San. Who, Sir, they told me juſt now, Sir 
that ſhe's, hick-up ! ſhe's run away. 2 

Art. Dog, where's your Maſter? 

Sau. My Maſter ! why they fay he is hbick up} ' 
Ant. Where, Sirrah ? 

Sas. Why, he is— be 1 along with her. . 

Ant. Death! you Dog, diſcover him, ar — 

Sau. Sir, I will— I will. 

Ant. Where is he, Villain? 

San. Where, Sir! Why, to be ſure he ig— be 
upon my Soul, I don't know, Sir. 

A«t. No mare trifliug, Naſcal. 


Sau- 
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San. If I do, Sir, I wiſh this may be my Poiſon. 

( Drinks, 

Ant. Death ! you Dog, get out of my Houſe, or I'll 
0, Sir, have you found him? 

Ke. enter the Servant haſtily, ang Clodio. 

Ch. Aye, Sir! have you ſound em? 

Ser. Yes, Sir, I had a Sight of em; but they were 
Juſt got on Board a ſmall Veſſel, before I could overtake 
em. 

Cha. Death and Furies 

Ant. Whither were they bound, Sirrah ? 

Ser. Sir, I could not diſcover that; but they fail'd full 
before the Wind, with a very ſmart Gale. 

Ant. What ſhall we do, Brother? 

C/o. Be as ſmart as they, Sir; follow 'em ! follow 
em. 
Cha. Send to the Port this Moment, and ſecure a 
Ship; I'll purſue em thro all the Elements 

Clo, F'll follow you, by 8 Ship, and 

Ant. Run to the Port again, Rogue; hire a Ship, 
tell em they muſt hoiſt Sail immediately. 

Ch. And, you Rogue, run to my Chamber, fill up 
my Snuff-box— Cram it hard, you Dog, and be here a- 
gain before you get thither. 

Ant. What, will will you take nothing elſe, Boy ? 

Cle. Nothing, Sir, but Snuff and Opportunity 
we're in haſte! {ons hey | Jevole. 


$+++++ ++ +3+333+>+33>2+4333@+3+332> 
r 
Th: S CEN E, Lisbon. 


Enter Elvira, Don Duart, and Governor. 


Ftv. E AR Brother, let me intreat you. ſtay ; why 
wil you provoke your Danger? | 
D. Da. Madam, my Honour muſt be fatirfy d _ 
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Eko. That's done already, by the degrading Blow 
you gave him. | 

Gov. Pray, Niece, what is it has incens'd him ? 

Elv. Nothing but a needleſs 

Gov. I am forry for him 


To whom is all this 


Fury, Nephew ? 
D Du. To you, Sir, or any Man that dares oppoſe 
me, - 


Cow. Come you are too boiſterous, Sic; and this 
vain Opinion of your Courage, taken on your late Suc- 
ceſs in Duelling, makes you daily ſhun'd by Men of ci- 
vil Converſation: For Shame, leave off theſe ſenſelcfs 
Brawls ; if you are valiant, as you would be thought, 
turn out your Courage to the Wars; let your King and 
Country be the better for't. 

D. Du. Yes. ſo I might be General 
Man living ſhall command me. 

Gow. Sir, you ſhall find that here in Lisbon I will: I'm 
every Hour follow'd with — — of your Behavi- 
our from Men of almoſt all Conditions; and my Autho- 
rity, _—_ you preſume bang you out, becauſe you 
are my Nephew, no lon protect you now: Ex- 
pect your next Diſorder to be puniſh'd with as much Se- 
verity, as his that is a Stranger to my Blood, 

FR 5 Du. Paniſh me! You, nor your Office dare not 
t. 1 
Gov. Away ! Juſtice dares do any Thing ſhe ough 
Elv. Brother, this brutal Temper muſt be caſt off: 

When you can maſter that, you ſhall command 

my Fortane. But if you ſtill expect my Prayers 

and Vows for your Converſion only; but never Means, 
or Favour. 

D, Du. Fire! and Furies! I am tutor'd here like a 
mere School boy! Women ſhall judge of Injuries in 
Honour ! For you Sir I was born free, and 
will not curb my Spirit, nor is it for your Authority to 
tempt it: Give me the wy fo a Man of Honour, or 
tis not your Government 2 you. ( Exit. 

Gov. I am ſorry to ſee this, Neice, for your Sake. 

Elv. Wou'd he were not my Brother. 52 

er 


Sir, no 
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Enter Don Manuel, and Sailors, with Angelina. 
D Ma. Divide the Spoil amongſt you: This fair 
Captive I only challenge for my ſelf. 
Gov. Ha! ſome Prize brought in. 
1 — — and well deferve 
Gov. Noble Don Manne! welcome on Shore ! I ſee 
you are fortunate ; for I preſume that's ſome uncom- 
mon Prize. 
D. Ma. She is indeed Theſe ten Years I 


have known the Sea, and many rough En ent 
efended, . 


derb 
Flt 
4 


wrought ſo much upon me. (had no our 
Safety binder d at that Time a great Ship purſung 
d in Charity have ta en em ap, and with their 

they ſhould have had their Liberty. 

Too late, alas! they're loſt ! iart-Wounding 
for ever loſt |\——]1I now am friendlefs, mile- 


F , 


Joo 


11 
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— Alas! 14 —_—_ Sir, Miſery but 
4. more, W is gaz'd on we trou- 
ble her. | 


Gov. I wait on Servant, Sir 
OT RTE [Exit. Ev. and Gov, 

D. Ma. Now my fair Captive, tho' I confeſs you 
beautiful, yet give me Leave to own my Heart bas long 
been in another's keeping ; therefore the Favour I am 
about to ask, you may at leaſt hear with Safety. 

Ang. This has engag'd me, Sir, to hear.. 

D. Ma. I heſe three Years I have honourably lov'd a 
noble Lady, her Name Lowiſa, the beauteous Neice of 
Great Ferara's Duke: Her Perſon and Fortune uncon- 
— = Ons of ow ſelf and me, who long have 
| iſh'd in a hopeleſs Conftancy : Now I perceive, in 
all your Language, and your Books, a oftting Power, 
nor can a Suit by you promoted, be deny'd : "Therefore 
I wou'd a while mtreat your Leave to recommend you, 
as her Companion, to this Lady's Favour : And (as I am 
fure you'll ſoon be near her cloſeſt Thoughts) if you 
can think the honeſt Courteſies I hitherto have 
ſhewn your Modeſty, and in your happy Talk, but name 
with any Mark of Favour, me, or my unweary'd Love, 
twou d be a generous Act wou'd fix me ever grateful to 
uns Memory. 

Arg. Such poor Aſſiſtants, Sir, as one diſtreſs'd like 
me, can give, ſhall willingly be paid: If I can fteal but 


any Thoughts from my own Mnefortunes, reſt aſſur c 


they'll be employ'd in healing yours. 

D. Ma, I'll ftudy to 12 this Goodneſs ; for the 
preſent, think my poor Houſe your own ; at Night I'll 
wait on vou wie Lads, till when, I am your Guard. 

Ang. You have bound me to your ſervice 

C Exeuat D. Manuel and Angelina. 
The SCENE changes to a Church, the Yeſpers ſup- 
pod to be juſt ended, ſeveral walking out. Carlos and 
Lewis ri/ing near Louiſa and Honoria, Louiſa 
ber vin Carlos. | 
Hon. Come, Madam, ſhall we walk aut? The 


Za 


Croud's pretty well aver naw. 


| 
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Lau. But then that melancholy Softneſs in his Look ! 


( To herſelf. 

Han. Couſin! Donna Louiſa | 
L. Ev'n in his Devotions too, ſuch graceful Adora- 

{ſweet a—— 
Hen. Couſin, will you go? 

Low. Pſhaw, Time enough —— Prithee let's walk a 
little this Way. 

Hon, What's the Matter with her ? 

(They walk from D. Lewis and Carlos. 

Car. To what are we reſerv'd ! 

D. Lew. For no Good, I am afraid — my ill Luck 
don't uſe to give over, when her Hand's in ; ſhe's always 
in haſte one Misfortune generally comes gallop- 
ing in upon the back of another owning we 
have eſcap'd miraculouſly ; wou'd- the Fear of Hanging 
were over too; our being ſo ſtrangely ſav'd from one, 
ſmells damnable rank of the other. Tho' I am oblig'd 
to thee, Charles, for what Life I have, and I'll thank 
thee for't, if ever | ſet Foot upon my Eſtate again: Faith, 
I was juſt gone, if thou hadſt not taken me upon thy 
Back the laſt hundred Yards, by this Time I had been 
Food for Herrings and Mackarel —— But it's pretty 
well as it is; n — between 
Starving and Drowning — all in ime — we are 
poor enough on Conſcience, H_— know, but 
two Days more Faſting, might y make us hungry 


Bondage, the inſolent, the Deſires of Men in Pow- 
O] could I wiſh the Fate that ſav'd us from the O- 
cean's Fury, in kinder Pity of our Love's Diſtreſs, had 


bury'd us in one Wave embracing. 
Lu. How tenderly he talks! I his were indeed a Lo- 
yer ! ( 4fede. 


D. La. A moſt unhapyy Loſs indee]! but come, 
don't deſpair, Boy: The Ship that took us, was a Pertu- 
| gueſe, 
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gueſe, of Lisbon too, I believe; who knows but ſome 
Way or other we may hear of her yet ? 

Car, In that Hope I live O thou dread 
Power ! Stupendous Author of univerſal Being, and of 
thy wondrous Works, that Virgin Wife, the Maſter- 

iece, look down upon her; let the bright Virtues of 

untainted Mind, ſue for, and protect her: O let her 
Youth, her ſpotleſs Innocence, to which all Paſſages in 
Heaven ſtand open, appear before thy Throne diſtreſs d. 
and meet ſome Miracle to ſave her. 

Lou. Who would not die, to be fo pray'd for? ¶Aſidle. 
D. Lew. Faith, Charles, thou haſt pray'd heartily, 
Tl fay that for thee ; fo that if any good Fortune will 
pay us a Viſit, we are ready to receive her now, as ſoon 
as ſhe. pleaſes. . Come, don't be melancholy, 

Car. Have I not Cauſe? Were not my Force of 
Faith ſuperior to my hopeleſs Reaſon, I could not bear 
the Inſults of my Fortune; but I have rais'd my ſelf, by 
elevated Faith, as far above Deſpair, as Reaſon lifts me 
from the Brute 
D, Lew. Why now, would not this make any one 
weep, to hear a young Man talk fo finely, when he is 
almoſt famiſh'd ? 

Lou. What were you ſaying, Couſin ? 

Hon. I wou'd have ſaid, am, but you wou'd 
not hear me. 

Lo. Prithee forgive me, I was in the oddeſt Thought; 
let's walk a little. I'll have him dogg d. ¶ Aſide.) Ja- 
gues (M biſpers What was't you ask'd me, Couſin? 

Hon. The Reaſon of your Averſion to Don Manuel; 
you know he loves you. 

Lou. I hate his Love. | 

Hor. But why, pray? You know he's honourable, ſa 
is his Family; nor his Fortune leſs: I ſhould think, the 
more defirable, becauſe his Courage and his Conduct on 
the Seas have rais'd it ; nay, with all this, he's extreme- 
ly modeſt too. 

Low. Therefore, I might hate him, 

Hon. For his Modeſty ? 

Low. Is any Thing ſo ſleepy, ſo flat, and inſupporta- 

ble, as a modeſt Lover ? 4 
on* 


42 Loves makes a Many; or, 


Hon. Wou'd you bear Impudence in a Lover? 

Lom. I don't know; it's more tolerable in the Man, 
than the Woman; and there muſt be Impudence on the 
_— before they can both come to a right Under- 

ing. | 

Hou." Why, what would you have him do? | 

| Low. That's a very home Queſtion, Couſin ; but if I 
bk'd him, I could tell you. 

Hen. Suppoſe you did like him? 

Len. Then I would not tell you. 

Hon. Why? 

Low. Cauſe I ſhould have more Diſcretion. 

Hon. Bleſs me! ſure you would not do any Thing 
you would be aſham'd to tell ? | 
Low. That's true; but if one ſhould, you know 
twould be filly to tell. No Woman would be fond of 
Shame, ſure. 

Her. But there's no avoiding it in a ſhameful Action. 

Lou. Don't be ſo poſitive, 

Hon. All your lriends would ſhun you, point at you. 

Leu. And yet you fee there's a World of Friendſfiip 
and good Breeding among all the Women of Quali- 
ty. 

” Min Suppoſe there be? 

Lou. Why then, I ſuppoſe, that a many of 
them are mightily hurry'd in the Care of their Reputa- 
non. 

Hen, So you. conclude that a Woman doing an ill 
2 does herſelf no harm, while her Reputation's 

e. 

Lou. It does not do her ſo much Harm; and, of two 
Evils, I'm always for chuſing the leaſt. 

Hon. What need you chute either ? 

Lou. Becauſe I have a vaſt Fortune in my own Hands, 
and love dearly to do what I have Mind to. 

Hen. Why won't you marry then? 

Lou. Becauſe then I muſt only do what my Huſband' 
has a Mind to; and I hate to be govern'd ; on my Soul, 
] would not marry, to be an agli Wiſe , not but the 
dear Jolting of a Hackney C and an eaſy Husband, . 
aus ſtrange Temptations ; but from the cold Comfort of 

a 
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a fine Coach with Springs, and a dull Husband with 
none, good Lord deliver me: But then, the Inſolence of 
ours, is inſupportable, becauſe the naſty Laws gives 'em 
a Power over us, which Nature never defign'd 'em For 
my Part, I had rather be in Love all the Days of my 
Life, than marry, 

Hon. That is, you had rather bear the Diſeaſe, than 
have the Cure. 

Lou. Marriage is indeed a Cure for Love; but Love's 
a Diſeaſe I wou'd never be cur'd of, therefore, no more 
Phyſick, dear Couſin; no more Husbands I hate 
your bitter Draughts—Not but I am afraid I am a little 
Feveriſh—You'll think me mad. 

Hen. What's the Matter? 

4 — Did you obſerve thoſe Strangers that have walk d 
us 

Hen. Not much, but what of them? 

Lou, Did you hear nothing of their Talk ? 

H n. I think I did; one of em, the younger, ſeem'd 
concern'd for a loſt Miſtreſs, 

Lou. Aye, but fo near, fo concern'd, his 
Looks, as well as Words, ſpeaking an inward Grief, 
that could not flow from the Refult of every common 
hr F muſt know more of him. | 

+ What do you gean ? 

Lou. —Muſt ſpeak to him. 

Hon. By no means. 


Lou. Why you ſee they are Strangers, I believe in 
ſome Neceflity ; and fince they ſeem not born to beg 
Relief, to offer it unask d, would add ſome Merit to the 
Charity. 

Hen. Confider 


. I hate it—Sir—Sir— 
D. Lew. Would you ſpeak with me, Madam F - 
Leu. It you pleaſe, with your Friend - not to inter- 
xapt you, Sir. 
Car. Your Pleaſure, Lady? 
Lea. You ſeem a Stranger, Sir. 
Car. A moſt unfortunate one. 
Los. If I am not deceiv'd, in Want: P 
Freedom if I have err d, as freely tell me fo; if 


4 
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as earneſt of your better Fortune, this Trifle ſues for 
your Acceptance. 


D. Lew. Take it Boy. 


Car. A Bounty ſo unmerited, and from a Hand un- 
known, fills me with Surprize and Wonder : But give 
me Leave, in Honeſty, to warn you, Lady. of a too 
heedleſs Purchaſe; for if you mean it as a Bribe to any 


Evil you would have me practiſe, be not offended if I 
dare not take it. 


Lou. How affably he talks! how chaſte ! how inno- 
cent his Thoughts! he muſt be won! ( Afede.) 
You are too ſcrupulous; I have no hard De- 
ſigns upon your Honefty Only this——be wiſe 
and cautious, if you ſhould follow me; I am obſerv d, 
farewel, Tagues !, Will you walk. Couſin? —-— 
(Whiſper Jaques!)—and bring me Word immediately 
I am going home. 

D. Lew. Let's ſee, Odſheart ! follow her, Man 
why, tis all Gold! 

Car. Diſpoſe it as you pleaſe. 

D. Lew. III firſt have a better Title to't -o, 
is. all thine, Bay——T'll hold an hundred Piſtoles ſhe's 
fome Fortune in Love with you———I1 ſay, fol- 
low her ſince you have loſt one Wife before you 
— 22 I'd have you make ſure of another before you 

Car. Fortune, indeed has diſpoſſeſs'd her of my Per- 
ſon, but her firm Title to my Heart, not all the ſubtile 
Arts or Laws of Love can ſhake or violate. | 
D Lew. Prithee follow her now! methinks I'd fain 
ſee thee in Bed with ſome Body before I die. 

Car. Be not ſo poor in Thought; let me entreat you 
rather to employ em, Sir, with mine, in Search of An- 


gelina's Fortune. | 
D. Lew. Well, dear Charles, don't chide me now. 
I do love thee, and I will follow thee. ( Excunt. 


Exter Antonio and Charino. S CEN E the Street. 

Aut. You hear what the Sailor ſaid, Brother, ſuch a 
Ship has put in here, and ſuch Perſons were taken in it. 
Therefore my Advice is, immediately to get a Warrant 
from the Government to ſearch and take 'em up where- 
ever we can find em. Cha. 
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Cha. Sir, you muſt not tell me — I won't be chous'd 
of my Daughter ; I ſhall her, Sir; if not, I'll 
take my Courſe ; I know the Law. ( Walks about. 

Ant. You really had a great deal of dark Wit, Bro- 
ther ; but if you knowany Courſe better than a Warrant 
to ſearch for her, in the Name of Wiſdom take it, if not, 
here's an Oath, and yours, and how now, where's 
Clody ? ——oh, here he comes 

Euter Clodio ſearching his Pockets. 
How now ! What's the Matter, Boy ? 

Ch. Aye, It's gone, ſplit me. 

Ant. What's the Matter ? Lander. 

Clo. The beſt Joint in Chriſtendom. | 

Ant. Claay! 

CH. Sir, I have loſt my Snuff box. 

Ant. Pſhaw, a Trifle ; get thee another, Man. 

Ch. Sir, 'tis not to be had—beſides, I dare not ſhew 
my Face at Paris without it. What do you think her 
Grace will ſay to me? 


Cha. Well, upon ſecond Thoughts, I am content to 
ſearch. 
Clo. I have fearch'd all my Pockets fifty Times over, 


to no Purpoſe 

Cha. Pockets! 

C/o- It's impoſſible to fellow it, but in Paris I'll go 
to Paris, ſplit me. Aldi. 


Cha. To Paris] Why, you don't ſuppoſe my Daugh- 
ter's there, Sir? 

C/o. I dan't know but ſhe may, Sir; but I am ſure 

they make the beſt Joints in Europe, there. 
Cha. Joints! — my Son-in-Law that ſhou'd ha'been, 
ſeems ſtrangely alter d for the worſe. But come, let's 
to the Governor. 

Cl. IU have it cry'd, Faith, or, if that won't do, 
odds, I have a lucky Thought, I'll offer thirty Piſtoles 
to the Finder, in the Paris Gazzette, in pure Comple- 
ment to the Favours of Madam la Dutcheſs de Mum 
II do't, Faith. c 

£nt Come along, 

e (Ex. Ant. and Cong 


f 
' 
| 
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Che. Sir, I muſt look a little, I'll follow you preſent- 
ly ; my poor pretty Box. Ah, Plague o my Sca-Voy- 


Enter a Servant haſtily, with a Flambeau. 

Ser. By your Leave, Sir, my Maſter's coming ; pray, 
* ry - 4c, Love; prithee, 

Ch. Ha! why art m ; pri 
who is thy Maſter, Child? a 

Ser. The valiant Don Duart, Sir, Nephew, to the 
Governor of Lisbon. 

Clio Well, Child, and does he eat every Man he 


meets : 
Ser. No, Sir, but he challenges every Man that takes 
the Wall of him, * lvoe Hol mas before, to clear 
the Way. 

Ch. Hah! pretty harmleſs Humour that? Is this he, 
Child ? — You may look as terrible as you pleaſe I muſt 
banter you, flux me. ( Afide, 

Enter Don Duart, falling up to Clodio. 

D. Da. Do you know me, Sir? 

Clo. Hey! ho! (Looks carelęſiy on him, and gapes. 

D. Du. Do you know me, Sir ? 

Cle. You did not fee my Snuff-Box, Sir, did you? 

D. Da. Sir, in Lisbon vo Man asks me a Queſtion 
cover'd. ( Stri tes off Clodo's Hat.) Now you know 
me. 
Cl. Perfectly well, Sir, — Hi! Hz ! I like mightily 
— you are not a Bully, Sir. 

D. Du. You are ſawcy, Friend, | 

Cb. Aye“ it's a Way I have, after I am affronted — 
Thou art really the moſt extraordinary umph 
| that ever I met with! Now, Sir, you do know 
me, ſplit me ? 

D. Du. Know thee, take that, Peaſant ! 

{( Strikes him, and both draw. 

Cho. T can't upon my Soul, Sir; A/lons now we 
ſhall come to a right Underſtanding. (they fight. 

Ser. Help ! Murder! help ! 

Clo. Allons ! to our better Acquaintance, Sir; A, hah! 

Du. falls.) he has it! Nex er puſh'd better in my 
Life, never in my Life, ſplit me. 

Ser. Ol my Maſter's kill'd! help ho! Murder! help 

Cle. Hay ! why Faith, Child, that's very true as — 

| * 
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ſay'ſt, and fo the Devil take the Hindmoſt. ( Exit. Clo. 
Fnter Officers. 
iſt. Off. How now ! Who's that cries Murder? 

Ser O, my Maſter's murder'd ; ſome of you follow 
me, this Way he took! let's after him — help! Murder, 
help ! 

2d OF. "Tis Don Duart. (Exit. 

iſt Off. So, Pride, has got.a Fall; he has paid for't 
now ; you have met with your Match, Faith, Sir. 
Come, let's carry the Body to the good Lady his Siſter 
Donna Elvira; you purſue the Murderer, I'll warrant 
him ſome civil Gentleman : ye need not make too much 
Haſte, for if he does ſcape, tis not great Matter 
Come along. (Exeunt with the Body. 
Enter Carlos and Don Lewis, fallow'd at ſome Diſtance 

by Jaques, and Bravoes, with a Chair. 

D. Lew. Come along, Charles, Um ſure tis ſhe, by 
their Deſcription; and if that brawny Dog, the Captain, 
has play'd her no foul Play, ſhe ſhan't want Ranſom, if 
all my Eftate can purchaſe it. 

Car. Now Fortune guides us. ( Exeunt. 

Faques. That's he, the talleſt beſure you ſpare 

his Perſon —— — only force him into this Chair, and 
carry him as directed 

1ſt. Bra. What muſt be done with the old Fe lo-? 

F aques. We muſt have him too, leſt he ſhould dog the 
ether, and be troubleſome. If he won't come quietly, 
bring him any how follow foftly, we ſhall ſnap 
them as they turn the Corner. 

A Neiſe of, Follow, &c. Enter Clodio haſtily from the 
other Side. 

C/o. Ah! Pox of their Noſes ! the Dogs have ſmelt 
me out! What ſhall I do? If they take me, I ſhall be 
hang d, ſplit me !--—Ha ! a Door open, Faith I'll in it 
a Venture. (Exit. 
Re-enter Bravoes wi:h Carlos in a Chair, ſome halling in 

Don Lewis. 

D Lew. O my poor Boy Charles !—— Charles. 
help! Murder ! 

iſt Bra. Hold your Peace, Fool, if yo1'd te well us d. 

D. Lew. Sir, I will not hold my Peace; Dogs! 
Rogues! Villains ! Help! Murder! 3 

iſt. Bra. 
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iſt. Bra. Nay, then by your Leave, old Gentleman 

ſo, bring him along. 

D. Lew. Aw! aw! aw! 

(They gag him, and carry him Head and Heels.) ( Excunt, 

SCENE à Chamber, Elvira, and her Servants with 
; Lights. 

El Is not my 8 home yet ? 

Ser. I have not ſeen him, Madam. 

Elv. Go and ſeek him; go all of ye every where — 
III not reſt till you return; take away your Lights too; 
for my Devotions are all written in my Heart, and I 
ſhall read em there without a Taper. ( Exeunt Servants. 

Enter Clodio featin in. 

Cl... Ah! poor Clay! what will become of thee ? 
thy Condition, I'm afraid, is but very indifferent —Fol- 
low'd behind ! ſtopp'd before ! and beſet on both Sides ! 
Ah! Pox o' my Wit! I muſt be bantering, muſt 1? But 
— rg Longs am I? an odd Sort © 4 this 
Vall the Doors , and no Body in't! No Noiſe! no 
W no Bog ſtirring! 

Elu. Who's that? | 

Ci Ha! a Woman's Voice. 
1 Who are you? Who waits there? Stephano ! 

alia ! 

Ce. Gadſo! tis the Lady of the Houſe ; ſhe can't 
ſee my unfortunate Face however. Faith, I'll e en make 
her a grave Speech, tell her my Caſe, and beg her Pro- 
tec ĩon. 

Ely. Speak! what are you ? 

Ch. Madam, a moſt unfortunate young Gentleman. 

Ev. I am ſure you are a Man of moſt ill Manners, to 
preſs thus boldly to my private Chamber : Whither 
wou'd you ? What want you ? 

Ci. Gracious Madam, hear me; I am a Stranger, 
moſt unfortunate, and my Diſtreſs has made me y 
preſs for your Protection; if you refuſe it, Madam, I 
am undbne for ever by — I ſay, Madam, I am utterly 


undone! Twas coming, Faith ! ( 4fde. 
Ely. Alas! his Fear confounds him. What is t pur- 
Tues you, Sir? . | 


Clo. 


The Foe*s Fortune. _ Yo 


Ch. An Outcry of Officers ; the Law's at my Heels, 
Madam, tho Juſtice Im not afraid of. TY 
PF... How could you offend the one, and not the o- 

2 

Cho. Being provok'd, Madam, by the Inſolence of 
Enemy, in my own Defence, Jan now left him deal 
in the Street; I am very young, Madam, and I would 
not willingly be hang d in a ſtrange Country, methinks ; 


which I certainly ſhall be, unleſs your Charity 
me Gad, I have a rare Tongue, I have n 
rare Tongue, Faith ! [At. 


Ev. Poor Wretch, I ' = be 
Cho. Madam, your H 3 


r 


Eko. Are aftilian t 
Ch. No, „I was born in — ix in 
What d'ye 2 — 


Elv. Nay, I ask you not with Purpoſe to betray 
you ; were you ten thouſand Times a Spaniard, the Na- 
T2 <= womans to 
W ion 

Cle. May I depend upon you, Madam; am I ſafe ? 

as my — my Word, or Vow can 

82 Enter that Door, which leads you to a Clo- 

ſet; ſhould the Officers come, as you e they owe 

ſuch Reverence to my Lodging, they'll ſearch no far- 
ther than my Leave invites 'em. 

Ch. D'ye think, Madam, you can perſwade 'em ? 

Ely. Fear not, I'll warrant you; away 

Clo. The Breath of Gods, and Eloquence of Angels, 


go along with you. (Exit. 

Ely. Alas, who knows but that the Charity I afford 
this Stranger, my Brother elſewhere may ftand 
in Need of. — | hear his Breath come 


Elo. What ſay'ſ thou? 


C Ses. 
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Ser. Your Brother, Madam, my Maſter young Dor 
Dwart's dead; he juſt now quarrelF'd with a Gentleman, 
who unfortunately kill'd him in the Street. 

Elv. Ah me 

iſt Ofi. We are inform d. Madam, that the Mur- 
derer was ſeen to enter this Houſe, which made us preſs 
into it to apprehend him. | 

Ekv. Oh! 

Ser. Help, Ho, my Lady faints. 

iſt Of. Give her Air, ſhe'll recover. (Clodio preps is. 

Cie. Hay! ww why, what the Devil! am | ſafer 
than I would be, now? — — Exactly J have 
nick'd the Houſe to an Hair Juſt fo I did at Paris 
too, when I took a Lodging at a Bailiffs that had three 
Writs againſt me This damn'd Cloſet too has 
ne'er a Chimney to creep out at —— Ah! poor C/-ay / 
wou'd thou wert fairly in a Storm at Sea again, for I am 

plaguily afraid thou wert not born to 9 
Retires. 

Elkv. Stand off, my Sorrows will kave Way; O my 
unhappy Brother! ſuch an End as this thy kaughty Mind 
long ſince did propheſy ! and to encreaſe my Miſery, thy 
wretched Sifter wilfully muſt make a Breach of what ſhe. 
has vow'd, or thou fall unreveng'd : Revenge and Juſtice 
both ſtand knocking at my Heart, but holpitable Faith 
has barr'd their Entrance; if I ſhould give 'em Way, I 
am forſworn ; if not, am impious to a Brother's Me- 
mory. Is there no Means? no middle Path of Saf 
left? muſt I protect my Brother's Murderer ? or 
a ſolemn Vow, on which another's Life depends? 
| Enter Governor and Servants. 

Gov. Where's this — Sight ? Alas ! he's 

all Recovery. Reproof now comes too late. 

. ſhall — 4 rl = the lighter Evil of the 
two, and keep the folemn Vow to which juſt Heaven 
was Witneſs: The Wounds of Perjury never can be 
eur ' d, but Juſtice may again o'eriake the Murderer, 
when no raſh Vows him. 

Gov. Take , Niece. 
Eko, O forbear, ſearch for the Murderer, and remove 


the Body at your Diſcretion, Sir, „ 
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ſhut out th offenſive Day, and here in Solitude indulge 
my Sorrow; therefore I beg my neareſt Friends, and 
you, my Lord, for ſome few Days, to ſpare your cha- 
ritable Viſits. 

Gov. I grieve for your Misfortune, Niece ; but fince 
you'll have it fo, we take our Leaves, farewel — Bring 
forth the Body. (Exit. 

Clo. Hay ! what, are they gone away without me ? 
and by her Contrivance too. Gadſo 

Ekv. Who e'er thou art, to whom I've given means of 

y 
and 


Life, to let thee ſee with what Religion 1 have 
Vow, come fearleſs forth, while Night's thy Fri 
unknown. 


1 the Devil's int. (Ala. 

Eko. Fly with thy utmoſt Speed, where I may never 
ke Ther her Modeſt (4 

0. 's 1 8 

Elke. And let that chartable Faith thou haft & a2 is 

ay > wg ay nary For arcs, Borges | 

— find a better Way to thank 

T 


Ely. You are at the Door now, farewel for ever. 


Clo. Which is as much as to ſay, what wou'd I give 
to ſee you again —— All in good Time, Child 


UE DW IH KESRVAEAEaKSES 
ACT IF, 


Enter Don Duart in his Night-Gown, Surgeon, aud 
Servant. 


D. Ds. AY I venture yet Abroad, Sir? 
Sur. With Safety, Sir; your Wound was 
never dan ; though from your great Loſs of Blood, 
you ſeem d a while without all Signs of Life. 
D. Du, Sir, do you know if the Gentleman that 
W me, be in Cuſtody ? a 
Sur. He was never taken, Sir, not known, that I 
could hear of. C 2 D. Du, 


— 
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D. Du. Iam ſorry fort, for could I find him, which 
now ſhall be my earneſt Care, I would with real Services 
acknowledge him my beſt of Friends, in having prov'd 
ſo fortunate an Enemy; he has beſtow'd on me a ſe- 
cond Life, which, from a clearer Inſight of my ſelf, 
will teach me now to uſe it better too. How does my 
Siſter ſeem to bear my Fortune? 

Car. I never knew the Loſs of any Friend lamented 
4 Sorrow ſhe ſuffers none to viſit her, nor is 

yet acquainted with your Recovery. 

D. Ds. I would not have her yet, nor any of my 
Friends, no Moiſture ſooner dries, than Womens Tears ; 
and tho I'm apt to think my Siſter honeſt in her Sor- 
row, yet knowing her a Woman, ftill I am reſolv d to 
make a. farther T'ryal of her Virtue. 

Sur. Sir, you may command my Secrecy. 

; = I thank you, Sir, "twill oblige me Boy! 

D. Da. Do you think you know again the Gentle- 
man that ht me? 

Ser. I believe | may, Sir. 

D. Ds. I'd have you ſaddenly enquire him out ; he 
ſeem d, by his Deport, of France, or England, if ſo, 
you'll probably find him in ſome lewd Houſe or other. 

Ser. Rather at Church, Sir; for no Body will ſuſpect 
him there. 

D. D. Seek him every where: Come, Sir, I wait 
L ( Execunt. 
The SCENE changes to Louiſa's Heu/e. 

Don Manuel and Angelina. 
D. Ma. Now, Madam, let my hard Fortune teach 
a little to endure your own. You ſee with what ſe- 
vere Neglect ſhe ſtill receives my humble Love; nothing 

I fay, or do, has any Weight or Motion in her Thoughts 
For me. 

. You are too diffident of your Fortune; I would 

not have an honeſt Mind deſpair ; ſhe ſeem'd indeed, a 
little careleſs of you——you gave her no offence, I'm 
confident. See, here ſhe comes; take Heed u you 
diſpleaſe her by an impatient Stay Pray go. in 
the. mean Time I'll think of you indeed Fu * 
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D. Ma. I am yours for ever Excunt ſeverally. 
Enter Louiſa and Jaques, Servants waiting. 
Len. Were they both ſeiz'd ? 
Jag. Both, Madam, and will be here immediately; 
J ran before, to give your Ladyſhip Notice. 
Lou. You know my Orders; when they are enter'd, 
bar all the Doors, and on your Lives, let every one be 
mute, as I directed you II muſt retire a While. 
( Excunt. 
Enter Bravoes, who let Carlos out of the Chair, while 
others throw down Don Lewis gagg'd and bound.. 
Car. So, Gentlemen, you find I've not reſiſted you 
but now pray let me know my Crime? why have you 
brought me hither ? where am I ? if in Priſon, look in 
my Face, perhaps you have miſtaken me for another. 
(Jaques holds up his Lanthorn, nads, and exit with the reſt.) 
You ſeem to know me, Sir, All dumb, and va- 
niſh'd ; my Fortune's humorous, ſhe ſports with me. 
D. Lewis, Aw! Aw! 
Car. What's here! a Fellow Priſoner! Who are you? 
D. Lew. Aw ! aw! 
Car. Do you ſpeak no other Language? 


D. Lew. Aw! aw! aw! ( Louder. 
Car. Nay, that's the ſame. 
D. Lew Oh! (Sighing. 


Car. Poor Wretch ! I am afraid he wou'd ſpeak if 
he cou'd. 
Re-enter Jaques and Servants, with Lights, who releaſe 

Don Lewis. 

Sure they think I walk in my Sleep, and won't ſpeak, 
for fear of waking me. 

D. Lew. vir, your moſt humble Servant; and now 
my Tongue's at Liberty, pray will you do me the Fa- 
vour to ſhew me the Way Home again 


What a Pox, are you all dumb. © ( Exeunt mute. 
Well, Sir, and pray what are Carles ah! my 
dear Boy ( KAiges bin. 


Car. My Uncle! nay then, my Fortune has not quite 
forſaken me ! How came you hither, Sir? 

D. Lew. Faith. like a o_— into Church, Boy, 
with my Heels foremoſt ; but Prithee how didſt thou 
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Car. You ſaw the Men that ſeiz d us, they forc'd 
me into a Chair, and brought me. 

D. Lew. Well, but a Pox plague 'em, what is all this 
for ? what wou'd they have ? 

Car. 'That we muſt wait their Pleaſure to be inform'd 
of ; they have indeed alarm'd my Reaſon, not my Con- 
ſcience, that's ſtill at reſt, fearlef, of any Danger. 

D. Lew. The Sons of Whores won't ſpeak neither : 
Hey Day ! what's to be done now? 

Eater Jaques, and —— with a Banquet, Wine, and 
815. 

Car. More Riddles 1! dream ſure. 

(Jaques compliments D. Lewis to take his Chair. 

D. Lew. For me? Sir, your moſt humble Servant: 
(Sits. ) Charles ? fit down, down, Boy. 

Ha ! ha! ha! a Parcel of filly dumb Dogs ! is this all 
the Buſineſs ? Puppies ! did they think I wou'd not come 
to Supper, without being brought Neck and Heels to't ? 

Car. Amazement all ! what can it end in ? 

D. Lew. Never trouble thy Head, prithee ; Pox of 
Queſtions ; fall to, Man Delicate Food truly 
Here Dumb ! Prithee give's a Glaſs of Wine, 
to wet the Way a little? Come, Charles, here's, here's 
honeſt Dumb's Health to thee : (ar unt.) Dumb's 
a very honeſt Fellow, Faith. (Caps Jaques on the Head. 

Car. What Harmony's this ? ( 4 Flouriſh. 

D. Lew. Rare Mufick indeed! let's eat and hear it. 

(Mufic+ b re. 
Mighty fine, truly —I have not made an heartier 
Meal a while. 8 * 

Nrre Jaques offers a Night-Gown and Cap to D. Lew. 
win 2. do — ? for me. Boy ? Odlo 
we lie here, do we ? mighty well, that again, 
Faith; (for I was juſt thinking to go home, but I 
had ne'er a Lodging :) Nay I always faid honeft Dumb 
_ how to make his Friends welcome—Well, but it's 

ime h yet, ſhan't we crack a Bottle firſt ? Charles 
15 — 


(Jaques fakes bis Head. 
What ! that's as much as to fay, if I won't go, I ſhall 
be carry d=——Sir, your humble Servant: (Puts on 


the 
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the Gown.) Well, Charles, * Night, fince they 
y any longer! I'd > 


won't let me have a Mind to 
a Piſtole tho', to know what this will come to! Dumb, 
come along. 

Car. I'm bury'd in Amazement — Why am I bu- 
ſy'd thus in Trifles, having fo many nearer Thoughts 
that wound my Peace — Ha, more Muſick ! I could 
almoſt fay, 'twere welcome now. 

{ 4 SONG here; which ended, D. Lewis appears above. ) 

D. Lew. So! at laſt I have grop'd out a Window, 
that will let me into the Secret: Now, if any foul Play 
ſhould ba , Iam near the Street too, and-wan 
baul out Murder to the Watch 
But Mum ! the Door opens ? 

Enter Louiſa. 

Hay ! ah ! what dull Rogues were we, not to 

this before ! - Dund's a fly Dog; tis ſhe, Faith 
tum, dum, dum — here will be fne 
Work preſently, toll, dum, di, dum Now 
I ſhall ſee what Mettle my Boy's made of, * 
dum. 

Len. You ſeem amaz d, Sir. 

Car. Your Pardon, La ly, if I confeſs it raiſes much 
my Wonder, why a Stranger, friendleſs, and unknown, 
ſhou'd meet, unmerited, ſuch Floods of Courteſy? for, 
if I miſtake not, once this Day before, I've taſted of 
your Bounty. 

Low. I have forgot that; but I confeſs I ſaw you, Sir. 

Car. Why thez was ] fore'd hither ? If you reliev'd 
me only from a ſoft Compaſſion of my Fortune, you 

cou'd not think but ſuch Humanity might on the ſlight- 
eſt Hint have drawn me to be 

Lo. I own cou d not truſt you to my Fortune ; I 
knew not but ſome other might have ſeen you—beſide, 
methought you ſpoke lefs kind to me before. 

Car. If my poor Thanks were offer d in too plain a 
Dreſs, (as I confeſs, I'm little practis d in the Rules of 
grac'd Behaviour) rather think me ignorant, than rude, 
6— E 
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Low. Fye! you are too modeſt how cou'd. 
you charge your ſelf with ſuch a Thought? I ſcarce 
can think tis in your Nature to be rude at leaſt 
to our Sex. 7 

Car. Twere more unpardonable there. 

Lox, Nay, now you are too ſlrict on the other Side; 
for there may happen Times, when that the World calls 
Rudeneſs, a Woman might be brought to Pardon : Sea- 
ſons, when even Modeſty were Ignorance Pray 
be ſeated, Sir, nay, I'll have it ſo I fay, 
ſometimes too much Reſpect (pray be nearer, Sir) were 
moſt offenſive: Suppoſe a Woman were reduc'd to of- 
ter Love, her Pains of Shame are inſupportable ; and 
ſhou'd ſhe call that Lover rude, who, kindly conſcious 
of her Wiſhes, bravely reſolves to take, and faves her 
Modeſty the Guile of giving? Suppoſe your ſelf the Man 
ſo lov'd, where cou'd com, "#1 at ſuch a Time, Excuſes 
for your Modeſty ? 

Car. If I cou'd love again, my Eyes wou'd tell her; 
if not, I ſhou'd not eaſily believe ; atleaſt, in Manners 
wou'd not ſeem to underſtand her. 

Low. Alas ! you have too poor a Senſe of Woman's 
Love, Think you we have no Invention ? you wou'd 
not underſtand her, how wou'd you avoid it? when ev'n 
her ſlighteſt Look wou'd ſpeak too plain for that Excuſe ; 
if not, ſhe d ſtill — Thus gently fteal your 
Hand, and figh, and preſs it to her Heart, and then 
took wiſhing in your Eyes, till Love himſelf ſhot forth, 
and wak'd you to Compaſſion. 

Car. Amazing! can ſhe be the Creature ſhe deſcribes ? 
Lou. O! they have ſuch ſubtile Ways to teal into a 
Lover's Heart ; nay, if ſhe's . — all your 
Strength of Modeſty can guard you; ſhe' you ſtill 
with plainer, rwans Fab: her 4 her Fortune ſhou'd 
be yours : For where a Woman loves, ſuch Gifts as theſe 
are Trifles ; thus like the lazy Minutes wou'd ſhe fteal 
'em on ; which once but paſt, are quite forgotten. 

(Gives bim Fewels.. 
Car. Is't poflible ! can there be ſuch a Woman? 


Low. 
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Low. Fye! I cou'd chide you now; you wou'd not 
fure be thought ſo ſlow of Apprehenfion ! 

Car. I weu'd not willingly be thought ſo vain, or ſo 
uncharitable, to ſuppoſe there cou'd be ſuch a one. 

Low. Nay, now you ſorce me to forſake my ſex, and 
tell you plain I cannot ſpeak it—yet you muſt 
know but tell me, muſt I needs bluſh to own a 
Paſſion that's ſo tender of you? I am this Creature ſo 
reduc'd for you, and all you've ſeen ſuppoſed was natu- 
ral, all but the ſoft reſult of growing Love—— Why 
are you ſtill thus fix d, and filent ? what is't you fear? 

Car. Monſtrous ( Afide and Riſing. 

Lou. What is't you ſtart at ? 

Car. Not for your Beauty, tho' I confeſs you fair to 
a Perfection, compleat in all that may engage the Eye: 
But when that Beauty fades, (as Time leaves none unviſt- 
ted) what Charm ſhall then ſecure my Love? Your Rich- 
es? no—an honeſt Mind's above the Bribes of Fortune: 
For tho” diftreſs'd, a Stranger, and in Want, I thus re- 
turn em thankleſs: Be modeſt, and be virtuous, I'll ad- 
mire you; all good Men will adore you, and when your 
Beauty and your Fortune are no more, will ſtill deliver 
down your Name rever'd to Ages: But while you thus 
enſlave your generous Reaſon to fo intemperate a Folly, 
your very Nature ſeems inverted : Cou'd you but one 
Moment calmly lay it by, you'd find ſuch a vile Indig-- 
nity to your Sex, as Modeſty could never pardon. 

Lox. If I appear too free a Lover, and talk beyond the 
uſual Courage of my Sex, forgive me ; I'll be again” 
the fearfal Sktaing Wretch, that you'd have me: My 
Wiſhes ſhall be dumb, unlefs my Eyes may ſpeak 'em ;- 
or if I dare to touch your Hand, it ſhall be gently tremb- 
ling, and unperceiv'd as Air; nay, fix d, and ſilent as 

our Shade, II watch whole Winter Nights content, and 
kiftening to your Slumbers: Is this Intemperance ? for” 
pity ſpeak, for I conteſs your hard Reproots have ſtruck 
upon my Heart! O4 ſay you will be mine, and make 
your own Conditions. If you ſuſpect my Temper, bind 
me by the moſt ſacred Tye, and let my Love, my Per- 
fon; aud my Fortune, lawfully be yours. 


C 5 | Gar, - 


8 Lov makes a Man; or, 
Car. Take heed; conſider yet, if ev'n this Humility be 


cern I'll be at once fincere, and tell you tis impoſſible 
that we ſhould ever meet in Love. 


you find I dare be ho- 
and now releaſe me to my Fortune. 
I cannot part with you 


Eyes, as if they had Power to hold me ? 

ou go? Take Heed! for you 
ſtreſs of my Temper. 

it, and am forry, but needed not this Threat 
for ſtill I dare be juſt, and force my ſelf 


(Exit Carlos. 

O Torture ] left! refus'd ! defpis'd! Have I 

thrown off my Pride for this? O! inſu — 1 
I am not reveng'd, may all the Well. 

| (Walks diforder'd. 

D. Lew. What a Pox, are all theſe fine Things come 

do nothing then ?=— Poor Soul! ſhe is in a great Heat 


Mind, Faith Odd — Aa — ſtrange 
I han't had ſuch a Mind a great while — Hay —aye 
TI do't Faith—if ſhe does but ſtay now; ah! if the. 
does but ſtay now; ah ! if ſhe does but ftay! (A he is 


getting from the Balcony, Louiſa is ng to Jaques. 
Low. Who waits hve 7 | | ; 
Enter Jaques. 
Whaw's the Sonar 3 , : 
Jag. Madam, I met him juſt now haſtily walking a- 


bout the Gallery. 
Low. Are all the Doors faſt ? 
Jag. All barr'd, Madam. 
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Low. Pat out all the Lights too, and on your Lives let 
no one aſk or anſwer him to any Queſtion : But be you 
fill near to obſerve him. (Exit Jaques: 
Ah ! (Don Lewis Drops down. 

D. Lew. Odſo! my Back 

Lou. Bleſs me, who's this? what are you? 

D. Lew. Not above fifty, Madam. 

Low. Whence come you? what's your Buſineſs ? 

D. Lew. Finiſhing. 

Low. Who ſhew'd, who brought you hither ? 

D. Lew. Dumb, honeſt Dumb. 

Lou. Will you be gone, Sir? I have no Time to fool 
away. | | 

D. Lew. Yes, but you have; what! don't I know? 

Lou. Pray, Sir, who! what is't you take me for ? 

D. Lew. A delicate Piece of Work truly, but not 
finiſh'd ; you underſtand me. 

Lon. You are mad, Sir. 

D. Lew. I fay, don't you be modeſt ; for there are 
Times, do you 2 when ev'n M is I 
(pray be ſeated, Madam — nay, I'll have it fo) ah ! 

( Sits down, and mimicks her Beba viour to Carlos. 

Low. Confuſion ! have I expos'd my ſelf to this 
Wretch too ! had Witneſſes of my Folly _—nay, I de- 
ſerve it. 


D. Lew. So! ſo! I ſhall bring her to Terms preſent- 


ly—you have a World of pretty Jewels here, Madam— 
aye, theſe now theſe are a Couple of fine large Stones 
truly ; but where a Woman loves, ſuch Gifts as theſe 


are Trifles. 
| ( Mimicks again. 
Lou. Inſupportable ! within there ! 
Enter Servants and Pravecs. 


D. Lew. Hay ! 


Ser. Did your TI adyſhip call, Madam? 
D. L:av. | don't like her Looks, Faith. 


7 8 
Lou. Here, take this Fcol, let him be gag'd, ty d Neck 


( Riſing. 


and Heels, and lock d into a Garret; away with him. 
D. Lew. 
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D. Lew. Dumb! Dumb l help, Dumb! ſtand by 
me Dumb! A Pox of my finiſhing, Aw! aw! 
7 (They gagg him, and carry him . 
Low, The Inſolence of this Fool was more provoking, 
than the athers Scorn, but I ſhall yet find Ways to mea- 


ſure my Revenge. {Exit Loui 


Re-enter Carlos in the Dark. 

Car. What can this evil Woman mean me? the Doors 

all barr'd ! the Lights put out! the Servants mute, and 

ſhe with Fury in her Eyes now ſhot me: I 

wou'd the worſt wou'd ſhew it ſelf. Ha! yonder's a 
Light, I'll follow it, and provoke my Fortune. * 

: xit. 


The SCENE changes to anather Room. 
Angelina with a Light. 
. I cannot like this Houſe ; for now, as going to 
my Reſt, my Ears were 'larum'd with the Cries of one 


chat call'd for Help: I've ſeen ſtrange Faces too, that car- 


ry Guilt and Terror in their Looks ; ren? mags Officer 
that plac'd me here, appear d of honeſt Thoughts ——— 
What can this mean ? No Matter what, fince nothing, 
but the Loſs of him I love, can worſe befal me 
Hark, what Noiſe ! is the Door faſt ? Ah ! | 

( going to ſout it. 
| Re-enter Carlos, and Jaques /iffening. 

Car. Ha! another Lady! and alone! 

Ang. Heavens, how I tremble ! 

Car. Sure, by her Surprize, ſhe is not of the other's 
Counſel. Pardon this Intruſion, Lady I am a: 
Stranger, and diſtreſs d, be not diſmay d; I have no ill 
. Aſſiſtance be of- 

ve 


Ang. Ha! that Voice ! 
| Canard 
Car. Save me, ye Powers ! and give me Strength to 


| bear this inſupportable Surprize of ruſhing Joy. 


Ang. My Carles. —— oh ! 


Car. 'Tis ſhe ! loſt Love, my livi elina. 
— 


* Jag 
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Jag. Say you ſo, Sir! this ſhall to my Lady. 
(Exit Jaques. 
«VS EIT PETIT WIR leſt Fate again 


Car. Fern- Death indeed to part; but from ſo hard a. 
Separation, thus again to meet, is Life reſtor'd ; it draws 
whole Years to Hours, and we grow old with Joy in Mo-- 
ments. 

Ang. O! I were happy, bleſs'd above my Sex, cou'd. 
but my * of Love deſerve your kind En- 


Car. Io thou Miracle of Goodneſs, that 
thou canſt thus forget the Miſery, the Want, the Ruin 
my unhappy Love has brought thee too? Truſt me, that 
Rtormy Thought has ev'n the very Joy I had to 
fee thee. 

Enter Jaques and Louiſa at @ Diftance. 

Jag. There they are; from hence your Ladyſhip 
may hear em. 

Lou. Leave me. 


(Exit Jaques, and Lou. /iftens. 

Arg. I cannot bear to ſee you thus: For my Sake 
don't defpond ; for while you ſeem in Hope, I ſhall 
eaſily be cheerful. 

Car. O] thou engaging Softneſs ! thy Courage has re- 
viv'd me; no, we'll not deſpair; the Guardian Power 
that hitherto has ſav'd us, may now with leſs Expence 
of Providence, protect and fix us happy. 

Lon. Ha! ſo near acquainted ! — 


( Behind. 
Car. And yet our Safety bid us part this Moment: 
How came you hither ? 

. The Officer that made me Captive, prov'd a 
worthy Man, and plac'd me here as a Companion t to the 
Lady of this Dwelling. 

Car. Ha! to what End? 

Arg. He ſaid, to be the Advocate of his ſacceſslefs. 
Love; for he confeſs'd he woo'd her honourably. 

Car, It poſſible ? Is there a Wretch — — 
Mankind, to be her honourable Lover. 


Los. 
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Low. So. 
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Anger 
Car. Take Heed, my Love, avoid her as a Diſeaſe 
to Modeſty: 
Lou. Very well. 
Car. Oh! I have ſuch a ſhameful Tale to tell thee of 


her Intemperance, as wou d ſu her even to thy 
Loathing. _ 
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Ang. You amaze me; pray what was it ? 

Car. This is no Time to tell; I had my 
Danger: Let it ſuffice, the Doors are barr'd againſt me; 
a ds Door [„ if thou 
r or Eſcape, ask 


* —— and tell me. 
1 ow you frighten me; but here, through my 


Apartment, leads a Paſſage to the Garden, at the lower 
End you'll find a Mount; if you dare drop from thence, 
do nol aa But can't you ſay when I may hope again 
to lee you 

Car. About an Hour hence be walking in the Gar- 
den, ready for your Eſcape; for if I live, I'll come pro- 
vided with the means to make it ſure — Now I dare 
thank thee, Fortune. 

Ang. You will not fail. 


Car. If I ſurvive, depend on me; till when, 
8 2 : —— 


( Exeunt haſtily. 

Ton. e e ee e 
ter Jaques) take the he 
is now making his Eſcape — 1 
Jaques,) Love and Revenge, like Vipers gnaw upon my 
Quiet, and I muſt change their Food, or leave my Being; 
though I cou'd bear ev'n the low C he has thrown 
on me, could it but woo him to the leaſt of Love; 
but I wou'd bear again ten thouſand Racks, rather than 
confeſs this Dotage ; No, if I forego a ſecond Time that 
dear Support, my Pride, may 1 become as miſerable as 
that Wretch that deſtin d Fool he doars on. Ha! the is 
return d! vonder the paſſes: with what aſſur d Content - 
ment 
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ment in her Looks! _..—how pleas d the Thing is 
ſtrangely impudent—— ſure the ugly Creature thinks I 
won't le her 


Now have you brought him ? 
| ( Enter Jaques. 


Jag. Madam, we made what Haſte we cou'd, but the 
Gentleman reach'd the Mount before us, and eſcap'd 
over the Garden Wall. 

Low. Eſcap'd, Villain! durſt thou tell me ſo ? 

Jag. If your Ladyſhip had call'd a little ſooner, 
6 him. 
Who the Devil is this Stranger ? 

(Alt. 


Low. Fool that I am, I betray myſelf to my own Ser- 
vants— Well *tis no Matter, bid the Bravoes ſtay, I have 
Directions for em; go. 


(Exit Jaques. 
He has not left me hopeleſs yet; an Hour hence he has 


is d to be here again; and if he keeps his Word, (as 
Amoco y went; Aon he yet at leaſt in my 
| enge prove me Woman, 

[F xit Lou. 


SCENE the Street. 
Enter D Duart diſguis'd with à Servant. 
D. Du. Where did you find him ? 
Ser. Hard by, Sir, at an Houſe of civil Recreation 
he's now coming forth; that's he. 
Enter Clodio. 
D. Ds. I ſcarce remember him, I wou'd not willing- 
ly miſtake—P'll obſerve him. 
Ch So! now if I can but pick up an honeſt Fellow, 
to crack one healing Bottle, I think I ſhall fniſh the Day 


as ſmartly as the Grand Signior—Hold, let me fee, what 
has my haſty Refreſhment coſt me here? umb 
_ umb—umb (Counts his Money) ſeven Piſtoles, by Jupiter; 
why, what a plaguy Income this Jade muſt have in a 
a Week, if ſhe's thus paid by the Hour ? 

D. Da. "Tis the ſame; leave me. 
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D. Du. Pardon a Stranger's Freedom, Sir; but when 
you know my Buſineſs 

Cho. Sir, if you'll take a Bottle, I ſhall be of 
your Acquaintance ; and if I don't do your B be- 
fore we part, I'll knock under the Table. 

D. Du. Sir, I ſhall be glad to drink with you, but at 
preſent am incapable of fitting to't. 

Clo. Why then, Sir, you ſhall only drink as long as 
you can ſtand ; we'll have a Battle here, Sir, Hay Mado- 
12 —— (Calis at the Door. 

D. Du. A very frank hum our d Gentleman, I'll know: 
— far her I preſume, Sir, you are not of Portu- 

? 
- Clo. No, Sir,. I am a kind of a—what d'ye callum 
— a Sort of a Hero— and — therein; I am a Stranger 
no where. 
D. Du. Have you travell'd far, Sir? 

Clo. My Tour of Europe, or fo, Sir — dangled about 
a little; I came this Summer from the Jubilee. 

D. Pu. Did you make any Stay there, Sir ? 

Cle. No, Sir, I only call'd in there at the Salvation 
Office, juſt brought an Annuity of Indulgences for Life; 
got an Inſurance for my Soul; lay with a Nun, flux'd ;- 
and ſo came Home again 

Enter Servants with Wine, 
So! ſo! here's the Wine ! Come ! Sir, to your better Ac- 
aintance—Faith 1 like you mightily --—4//ons | man 
Baiſe donc 


* ( Kiſſes, drinks, 
Morbleu ! ceft du Pon Vin! Allons encore bey! Vive 
L amour ! Yiand Iris, &c. 

(Sings. 


D. Du. I find, Sir, you have taken a Taſte of all the 
Countries you have travell'd through; but I preſume, 
your chief Amuſement has lain among the Ladies: You 
mar d well in France, I hope. 

Clo. Yes Faith, as far as my Pocket wou'd go: But 
the Devil a Stroke without it: No Money, no Mademoi- 
ſelle: No Ducate, no Dutcheſs; no Piſtole, no Princeſs-— 
By the Way, let me tell you, Sir, your Lisbonites are held 
up at a pretty {mart Rate too I was fere d * 

. n 
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down to the Tune of ſeven Piſtoles here — A Man may 
keep a Pad of his own, cheaper than he can ride Poſt, 
ſplit me: But, a Pox on em, it's no Wonder the Jades 
are ſo ſaucy in a Country where there are ſo many 
Swarms of unmarry'd Fryars, Monks and brawny Je- 
ſuits : The Game may well be ſcarce, Faith, where there 
are ſo many canonical Poachers. Now, Sir* in England, 
where your Gowr:s and Caſſocks are honeſtly marry'd, 
the right Women are as cheap as Mactere/—Gad, Sir, I 
have taken you a faſting Velvet Scarf out of the Side-Box 
there, and the Jade has jump'd at a Beef-ſtake and a Bot- 
tle; nay, ſometimes at Coach-hire, and a ſingle Glaſs of 
Cinamon— Seven Piitoles ! unconſcionable! Odſheart, 
in London now, for half the Sum, a Man might have 
pickt up the three firſt Rows of the Middle Gallery. 

D. Da. I find, Sir, you know, Eng/and then. 

Cl. Aye, Sir, and every Woman there that's worth 
knowing, from honeſt Petty Sands, to the Counteſs of 
Ogletoaun: Yes, Sir, I do know London pretty well, and 
the Side-box, Sir, and behind the Scenes; aye, and the 
Green Room, and all the Girls and Women- Actreſſes 
there, Sir——Sir, I was a whole Winter there the par- 
ticular Favourite of the giggling Party —— Come, 
Sir, if you pleaſe, here's Miſs Rigg/e's Health to you. 
2 Du. Pray. Sir, how came you ſo well acquainted 

? 

Clo. Why. Sir, I firſt introduc'd my ſelf with a ſingle 
Pinch of Bergamot, the next Night I preſented em a Box 
full; next Day came to Rehearſal; in a Week I deſir d 
'era to uſe my Name whenever they pleas'd, for what 
the Chocolate-Houſe afforded, - upon this, T was cho» 
ſen Valentine, if I don't miſtake, to above eleven of 
em; and in three Days more, I think, it coſt me fifty 
Guineas in Gloves, Knots, Heads, Fans, Muffs, Coffee, 
Tea, Snuff- boxes, Orangerie, and Chocolate 

D Du. But pray Sir, were you as intimate at both 
Play -houſes. | 


Ci. 
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Ch. No, ftretch 'em! at the New Houſe they are fo 
us d to be Queens and Princeſſes, and are ſo often in 
their Airs-Royal, forſooth, that I gad] there's no reach- 
ing one of their Copper tails there, without a long Pole, 
or a Settlement ; ſplit me. | 

D. Ds. Bat I wonder, Sir, that in a Country fo 
fam d for handſome Women, the Men are ſo generally 
blam d for their ſcandalous Uſage of em. 

Ch. O] damn'd ſcandalous, Sir, they uſe their 
Miſtreſſes as bad as their Wives, Faith: I tell you what, 
Sir, I know a Citizen's Daughter there, that ran a 
with a Lord, who in the fri fix Months of her Prefer- 
ment, never ſtirr'd oat, but ſhe made the Ladies cry at 
her Equipage ; and about eight Months after, I think, 
on: Morning reeling pre: y early into a certain Houſe in 
the Sawzy, I found the ſelf ſame, caſt off, ſolitary Lady, 
in a Room with bare Walls, dreſſing her dear pretty 
Head there, in the corner Bit of a Looking glaſs, pru- 
dently ſupported by a Quartern Brandy Pot, upon the 
Head of an Oytter- barrel. 

D. Da. I find few Miſtreſſes make their Fortune 
there; but pray, Sir, among all your Adventures, has 
no particular Lady's Merit encourag'd you to advance 
your own by Marriage? 

Ch. Sir, I have been ſonear Marriage, that my Wed- 
ding-Day has becn come, but it never was over yet; 


me. 

D. Da. How fo, Sir? 

Clo. Why, the Prieſt, the Bride, and the Dinner, were 
all ready dreſs d, Faith; but before | cou'd fall to, my el- 
der Brother, Sir, comes in with a damn'd long Stride, 
and a ſhort Stomach ſaid a ſhort Grace, and — — - 
whipp'd her up like an Oyſter. 

D Du. You had ill Fortune, Sir. 


Cb. Sir, Fortune is not much in my Debt, for you 
muſt know, Sir, tho* I lot my Wife, I have 'ſcap'd 
hanging fince here in Lisbon. | 
D. Bs. That I know you have; be not amaz'd, Sir. 


* 
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Clo. Hay ! what the Devil! I have been all this 

while treating an Officer, that has a Warrant againſt me 

Pray, Sir, if it be 2 
Favour to know who you are? 

D. Dy. Let it ſuffice I own my ſelf your Friend — I 
am your Debtor, Sir; you fought a Gentleman they 
call'd Don Duart——1 knew him well; he was a proud 
inſulting Fellow, and my mortal Foe; but you kill'd 
him, and I thank you; nay, | faw you do it fairly too ; 
and for the Action, I defire you will command my 
Sword or Fortune. 

Cle. Pray, Sir—— is there no Joke in all this? 

D. Du. There, Sir; the little All I'm Maſter of, may 
ſerve at preſent to convince you of my <incerity : I ask 
for no Return, but to be inform'd how I may do you 
farther Service. 


: (Gives him a Purſe. 

Ch . Sir, your Health —— TT give you Information 
preſently. (Drinks.) Pray, Sir, do you know the Gen- 
tleman's Siſter that I fought with? that is, do you know 
what Reputation, what Fortune ſhe has? 5 

D P. I know her Fortune to be worth above twelve 
thouſand Piſtoles; her Reputation yet unſully d: But 
pray, Sir, why may you ask this ? 

C/o. Now, T'll tell you, Sir, — twelve thouſand Piſ- 
toles, you fay ! 

D. Da. | ſpeak the leaſt, Sir. 
C. Why, this very Lady, after I had kill'd her Bro- 
ther, gave me the Protection of her Houſe ; hid me in 
her Cloſet, while the Officers that brought in the dead 
Body, came to ſearch for me, and, as ſoon astheir Backs 
were turn'd, Soul! hurry'd me out at a private 
Door, with Tears in her Eyes. Faith ! Now Sir, what 
think you? Is not this Hint broad enough for a Man 
to make Love upon ? 

D. Da. Con f 

Ch. Look you, Sir, now, if you dare, give me a 
Proof of your Friendſhip ; will you do me the Favour to 
carry me a Letter to her? 


D. Du. 
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D. Da. Let me conſider, Sir Death and Fire! 
1s all her Height of Sorrow but diſſembled then? A 
Proſtitute, ev n to the Man ſuppos d my Murderer ! If it 
be tru, the Conſequence is foon realy'd —— bu this 
requires my Search May I depend on this 
= Sir ? PINE as 

. Why, Sir, you don't ſuppoſe I'd banter a Lady 
of her Quality? 

D. Du. Damnation! Well, Sir ! I'll take your Letter, 
but firſt let me be well acquainted with my Errand. 

Ch. Sir, I'll write this Moment, if you pleaſe, we'll 
ſep into the Houſe here. and finiſh the Buſineſs over an- 
other Bottle. 

D. Da. With all my Heart. 

Clo. Allons } Entres. 


( Exeunt; 
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Ar. 
Elvira is diſcover'd alone in Mourning, a Lamp by ber: 
| Don Duart, enters behind AHA d. 


D. Da. HUS far I am paſs'd unknown to any 
of the Servants... now for the Proof of 
what I fear—— Ha ! yonder ſhe is —— This cloſe Re- 
tirement, thoſe ſable Colours, the ſolemn Silence that at- 
tends her. no Friends admitted, nor ev'n the Day to vi- 
fit her: Theſe ſeem to ſpeak a real Sorrow; if not, the 
Counterfeit is deep indeed I Il fathom it. — - Ma- 
dam f 
| Elv. Who's there? another Murderer; where are my 
Servants? will nothing but my Sorrow wait upon me ? 
D. Du. Your Pardon, Lady; I have no evil Mean- 
mg; this Letter will inform you of my Buſineſs, and ex- 
e this rude Intruſion. | 
Zi. For me! whence comes it, Sir? 


— D. Da. 
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D. Da. The Contents, Madam, will explain to 
ter — I ſhould ſuſpect this Stranger had bely d her, 
but that he gave me fuch convincing Circumſtances... 
Ha d e S'death a Smile too 1 fear her 


now ! 

Ekv. My Prayers 1 length bas o- 
2 8 
ſtrictly pay d, I now unperjur d may revenge my Bro- 
ther's Blood. It lies on me, te a fir Occ: 
ſion: But "twere not ſafe to ſhew my Thought ; there- 


fore, to be juſt, I muſt diſſemble 


Aſide. 
T aſk your Pardon for my Rudeneſs, e 
Friend's Account, you might, indeed, have claim'd a 
better Welcome. 


D. Du. So! then ſhe is damn'd, I find (4fide. ) But 
I'll have more, and bring em Face to Face. My Friend, 
Madam, thought his Viſits would be unſeaſonable, before 
the ſad Solemnity of your Brother's Funeral. 

Ekv. A needleſs Fear ! My Brother, Sir! Alas, I owe 
your Friend my Thanks, for having eas'd our Family of 
fo ſcandalous a Burthen ! A riotous unmanner'd Fellow; 
I bluſh to ſpeak of him. 

D. Du. O! Patience] Patience 
| [Ali. 

Eky. Pray let him know, his Abſence was the real 
Cauſe of this miſtaken Mourning : Tis true indeed, I 

we it out 'tis for my Brother's Death ; but Womens 

earts and Tongues, you know, muſt not always hold 


Alliance ; you'd think us fond and forward, ſhould not 
we now and then diſſem ble. 


D. Du. How ſhall I torbear her ? 
Aft. 


Elv. I grow impatient till he's wholy mine — to Mor- 
row ! 'tis an Age! I'll make him mine to Night — LI 
write to him this Minute —-Can, you have Patience, 
Sir, till I prepare a Letter for you ? 

D. Du. You may command me, Madam. 


Ev. TN diſpatch immediately— will you walk this 
Way, vir? 


D. Du. 


none + = 
* » w_ a 2 
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Du. Madam, I wait on you — Revenge and 


(Exennt. 


” 
aka 
The SCENE Loviſa's Hon. 
Louiſa and Jaques. 

Los. Is the Lady ſeiz d? 
Tag. Yes, Madam, and half dead of the Fright. 

4 „ to produce her, as I directed: 
When the bring me immediate No- 
3 away. 

(Exit ] 


tice ; 

Had he not lov'd another, methinks I could have 

this Uſage, fat down alone content, and found a ſecret 
Pleaſure in complaining ; but to be lighted for a Girl, a 
fickly, poor, unthinking Wretch, incapable of Love ! 
that ! that ſtabs home ! "Tis Poyſon to my Thou 
and 'em 
never 


ſwells 'em to Revenge ! my Rival ! no ! ſhe 
triumph ! Hark ! what Noiſe ! they have him 
ſure ! but now ! 
Enter ] 


Faq. Madam, the Gentleman is taken. 
Lu. Bring him in-——Revenge, I thank thee now. 
Exter Bravoes with Carlos diſarm'd. 

So, Sir! you are return'd, it ſeems; you can love then! 
You have an Heart, I find, tho' not for me ! Perha 
you came to ſeek a worthier Miſtreſs here ; twould 
uncharitable to diſappoint your Love I'll help your 
Search: If ſhe be here, be ſure ſhe's ſafe ! — Open 
that Door there. 
Enter more Bravoes with Angelina, an Handkerchief on 
ber Neck, which they hold ready to ftrangle her 
Now, Sir, is this the Lady. 

Car. My Angelina / or 

Ang. O miſcrable Meeting! 
Low. Now let me ſee you ſmile and rudely throw me 
from your Arms ! now ſcorn my Love! m my Perſon, 
and my Fortune ! now let 7 ueamiſh V irtue fly 
meas a Diſeaſe to Modeſty | tell her now your 
ſhameful Tale of my lntemperance 

Car. O ! Cruelty of Fate ! that could betray ſuch 


Innocence ! 
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Law. What, not a Word to ſoften yet thy obſtinate 
Averſion? thou wretched Fool. thus to provoke thy 


Ruin —— End her. 
(To the Brave. 

Car. O! hold ! for Pity hold, and hear me. 

Lou. Ive learn'd from you to uſe my Pity — 
S'Death ! I cou'd laugh to ſee thy range Stupidity of 
Love on one Condition yet ſhe lives an Hour; 
but if refus'd 
Car. Name not a Refuſal, be it or Danger, Death, 
or Tortures, any Thing that Life can do to fave her. 

Low. Nay, if you are fo over-willing. 

Car. Speak, and I obey you. 

Lou. Now then, this Moment kneel and curſe her, 

Car. Preſerve her, Heav'n, and ſnatch her from the 
Jaws of gaping Danger. (kneeling } O! may the watch- 
ful Eye of Providence, that never ſleeps o'er Innocence 
diſtreſs'd, look nearly to her ; or if ſome Miracle alone 
can ſave her, the ever waking Sun, in his eternal Pro- 
greſs, never ſaw ſo fair an Objet to employ it on. 

Lou. Preſuming Fool; were I inclin'd to ſave her Life, 
(which, by my Hopes of Peace, I do not mean) canft 
thou believe this inſolent Concern for her to my Face, 
would not provoke my Vengeance ? 

Car. Yet hold! forgive my Raſhneſs, I was to blame 
indeed; but Paſſion has tranſported both of us; Love 
made me as heedleſs of her Safety, as wild Revenge has 
you, ev'n of your neglected Soul. 

5 — What doſt thou think to preach me from my 
e? 

1 That were too vain an Hope; tho' I've a piteous 
Cauſe that might beſpeak, without a Tongue, the Mer- 
cy of an human Heart: But if Revenge alone can fate 

dur Fury, at leaſt miſplace it not; mine was th' Offence, 
4188 e that innocent, that gen- 
tle Maid ; ſhe ne er — a thought againſt your 
Peace; I have deſerv d your anger, nay, and juſtly too; 
for, I conſeſs, I ought to have given you a milder 
Treatment ; but, to atone the Crime, rip up my Breaſt, 
and in my 8 of my 
Neglect and Rudeneſs. 


Lan. 
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Lou. How he diſarms my Anger! But, muſt my Rival 


triumph then ? 
Ang. C me not with ſuch abhorr'd Ingratitude; 
be Witneſs, Heaven, T'll for ever ſerve you, court you, 


and confeſs you my Preſerver 

Car. For Pity, yet reſolve, and force your Temper to 
a Moment's Pauſe : Do not debaſe your generous Re- 
bra, une — that every common wretch can take; 
the ſavage Brutes can ſuck their Fellow-Creatures Blood, 
and tear their Bodies down ; but human Souls 
have more of Pride to curb, and bow the ſtubborn Mind 
of what they hate ; and ſuch Revenge, the nobler, far, 
I offer now to you; ſee at your Feet my humbled Scorn 


imploring, cruſh'd, and proftrate, like a vile Slave, that 
alk below 
Mercy 


your laſt Contempt, and trembling begs far 


Lan. He buries my Revenge in Bluſhes. 

Ang. O! rous Proof of the moſt faithful Love 

Car. Think what a glorious Triumph it would be, 
that when your ſwoln Reſentment, wild Revenge, and 
Indignation, all ſtood ready, waiting for the Word, you 
call'd your forceful Reaſon to your Aid, refolv'd, and 
took that tyrant Paſſion Captive to your gentle Pity ; O! 
ĩtwere ſuch a God-like Inſtance of your Virtue, as might 
atone, if poſlible, ev'n Crimes to come : Revenge, hke 
this, can never give you that continu'd Peace of Mind, 
which Mercy may : Compaſſion has a thouſand ſecret 
Charms: Think you '"twere no Delight of Thought, to 
heal the Wounds of bleeding Lovers, to make two poor 
afflicted Wretches happy, whoſe higheſt Crime is loving 


well and faithfully ? Were it no ſoothing Joy, no ſecret 
Pride, to raiſe em from the laſt Deſpair, to Hope? to 


Life and Love reſtor d? Now, on my Heart, I read a 
ſtruggling Pity in your Eye! O cheriſh it, and ſpare 
our Innocence! Perhaps, the Story of our chaſte Aﬀec- 
tions, once compleat, may live a fair Example to ſuc- 
ceeding Times, for which Poſterity ſhall ſtand indebted 
to your Virtue. 

= Releaſe the Lady—go. | | 

{FExeunt * 8 
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And now farewel my Follies, and my miſtaken Love z 
for I confe(s, the fair Example of your mutual Faith, 
our Tenderneſs, Humility, and Tears, have quite ſub- 
0d my Soul; at once have conquer d, and reform'd 
me; O] you have given me ſuch an I of the con- 
tentful Peace, th' unſhaken quiet of an Mind, 
that now I taſte more ſolid Joy, being but the Inftru- 
— your united virtuous Love, than all * 

We Hopes propos d, ev'n in the laſt Indulgence 
blind Deſire: Now love long and happily; forgive my 
Follies paſt, and you have over paid me. 

(Join their Hands. 

Car. O providential Care of innocence diſtreſe dl 

Ang. O] Miracle of rewarded Love! | 

Car. What ſhall I fay ? I ſcarce have yet the Power of 
Thought amidft this Hurry of tranfparting Joy! My A- 
gelina'! do I then live to hold thee thus? O] I have a 
thouſand Things to ſay, to ask, to weep, and hear of 
thee ; — But firſt let's kneel and pay our Thanks to 
Heaven, and this our kind Preſerver; to whoſe moſt 
happy Change, we owe ev'n all of our Lives to come, 
which cheerful Gratitude can Pay 

Lou. Nay, now give me a Confuſion. (Raiſes em.) 
But if you dare me with the Story of your Love's 
Diftrets, far as my Fortune can command it freely, to 
ſupply your prefent Wants, or any future Means pro- 
pos d, to give you laſting Happineſs. 

Car. Eternal Rounds of never ending Peace reward 
your wond'rous Bounty ; and when you know the Sto- 
ry of our Fortune, as we ſhall ſoon find due Occafion to 
relate it, we cannot doubt 'twill both deferve your Pity 
and Aſſiſtance But I have been too buſy in my 
Joy, I almoſt had forgot my friendly Uncle, the ancient 
Gentleman that firſt came hither with me; how have 
you difpos'd of him? 

Lou. I think he's here, and ſaſe— who waits 
there ? _ 


Enter Jaques. 
Releaſe the Gentleman above, and tell him that his 
Friends deſire him. 


Exit Jaques. 
D * — 
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You'll pardon, Sir, the Treatment I have ſhewn him + 
he made a little too merry with my Folly, which, I con- 
feſs, at the Time, ſomething too far incens'd me. 
Car. He's old and cheerful, apt to be free ; but he'll 
be ſorry where his Humour gives Offence. 

Euter Don Lewis, Jaques bowing to him. 

D. Lew. Prithee honeſt Dumb, don't be ſo ceremoni- 
ous! A Pox on thee, I tell thee it's very well as it is, (only 
my Jaws ake a little :) But as long as we're all Friends, 
it's no great Matter — My Charles | I muſt 
buſs thee, Faith! — — Madam your humble Servant 
I beg your Pardon, dye fee you un- 


(Exit Jaques. 


old Fellow, aith ; tho” now and then I am a little 
— | 


Car. Here's a Stranger, Uncle. 

D. Lew. What my little Bloſſom ! my Gilliflower ! 
my Roſe! my Pink ! my Tulip! Faith, I muſt ſmell 
thee. (Sa/utes Angelina.) Odd ! ſhe's a delicate Noſegay! 
muſt have her touz'd a little Charles | you 
to Night; I can ſtay no longer —— Well, 
I am heartily joy d to ſee thee, Child. | 
ee deſerve your 


Fortune once again is but how it 


Low. At this late Hour! What can his Buſineſs be? 
Enter Governour. 
Gov. Pardon, Madam, this unſeaſonable Viſit. 


Laa. Your Lordſhip does me Honour. 
Gov. 
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Gov. At leaſt, I hope, my Buſineſs will excuſe it : Some 
Strangers here below, upon their offer'd Oaths, deman- 
ded my Authority to ſearch your Houſe for a loſt young 
Lady, to whom the one of 'em affirms himſelf the Fa- 
ther: But the Reſpect I owe your Ladyſhip, made me 
refuſe their Search, till I had ſpoken with you. 

Eo ++ - radon 
tion, or we yet are 

Low. Be not concern d Wou'd you avoid em? 

Car, No, we muſt be found ; let em have Entrance; 
we have an honeſt Cauſe, and would provoke its Try- 


My Lord, I'll anſwer for their Honefty, and, as they 
are Strangers, where the Law's ſevere, muſt beg you'd 
favour and aſſiſt em. 

Gow. You may command me, Madam; tho there's 
no great Fear; for having heard the moſt that they cou d 
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Daughter—ſhe 
is a Rape in Law, Sir, is Death, and the 
; and FH have you all hang'd ; 
Sir; for I tell you before-hand, I am a wiſe 
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Ant. I ſay you are too poſitive, Brother; and when 
you learn more Wiſdom, you'll have ſome. 

Cha. I fay, Brother, this is mere malice when you 
know in your own Conſcience 1 have ten Times your 
Underſtanding ; for you ſee I'm quite of another Qpint- 
nion. And ſo once more, my Lord, I demand Juftice 


A gainſt that Raviſher. 


Gov Does your Daughter, Sir, complain of any Vi- 
olence? 

Cha Your Lordſhip knows young Girls never com- 
Plain when the Violence is over; he has taught her bet- 
ter, I ſuppoſe. 

Ang. to Charino ineling.) Sir, you are my Father, 
bred me, cheriſh'd me, gave me my AﬀeCctions, taught 
me to keep em hitherto within the Bounds of Honour 
and of Virtue; let me conjure you, by the chaſte Love 
my Mother bore you, when ſhe preferr'd to her miſtak- 
en Parents Choice, her being yours without a Dos er, 
not to beſtow my Perſon, where thoſe Affections ne'er 
can follow / I cannot love that Gentleman more than a 
Siſter ought ;; but here my Heart's ſubdu'd, ev'n to the 
laſt Compliance with my Fortune: tHe, Sir, has nobly 
wood, and won me; and I am only his, or miſcrab'e. 

Cha. Get up again. 

Gev. Come, Sir. be ed; your Daughter has 
made an honourable and happy Choice; this Severity 
will but expoſe yourſelf and her. | 
- | Cha. My Lord, I don't want Advice; I'll conficer 
with my ſelf, and reſolve upon my own Opinion. 

| Enter Jaques. | 

Jag. My Lord, here's a Stranger without, enquires 
for your Lordſhip, and for a Gentleman that calls him - 
ſelf Cladio. 

"Cho. Hay! 4h, mon cher” Amy! ( Enter Don Duart 
diſeuis'd.) Well, what News, my Dear, has ſhe anſwer d 


x £0 (Gives bim 'a Letter, * 
Gov. Marry d to Night, and to this Gentleman, ſay ſt 
thou? Tm ama d. 

9. 
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Ch. ( Reading the Letter) — Um — um — Charms 
irreſiſtible — excuſe — ſo ſoon — Paſſion — Bluſhes 
— Conſent — Proviſion — Children — Settlement — 
Marriage — If this is not plain, the Devil's in't — | 


hold, here's more, Faith — 
88 

D. Ma. How ſhall I requite this Goodneſs? (To Loui 

Lau. I owe you more than I have Leiſure now to pay: 
Preſs me not too far, leſt I ſhould offer more than you are 
willing to receive. Favours, when long witheld, ſome- 
times grow taſteleſs ; over-faſting often palls the Appetite. 

D. Ma. The Appetite of Love, like mine, can never 
die; it would be ever taſting and unſated. 

(They ſeem to talk apart. 

Gov. 'Tis very ſudden — but give my Service, Pl 
wait upon her. 

Clo. Ha! ha! ha! Poor Soul! I'll be with her preſent- 
ly; and, Faith, fince I have made my own Fortune, III 
e en patch up my Brother's too. you, my dear Dad 
ID eee 

, you, I find Daughter's engag'd ; to 
tell you Truth, ſo ah ! If my Brother has a 
Mind to marry her, let him; for I ſhall not, ſplit me 
— And now, Gentlemen and Ladies, if you will do me 
the Honour to grace mine and the Lady Elviras Wed- 
ding, ſuch homely Entertainment as my poor Houſe af- 
foods, you ſhall be all heartily welcome to. 

D. Lew. Houſe ! ha! ha! well ſaid, Puppy! 

Clo. Hah! old Tefy! 

Cha. What doſt thou mean, Man ? (To Clodio, 
Gov. "Tis even ſo I can aſſure you, Sir; I have my 
ſelf an Invitation from the Lady's own Hand, that con- 
firms it: I knowher Fortune well, and am ſurpriz d at it. 

Ang. Bleſs'd News? This ſeems a forward Step to 
reconcile us all. 

Cha. If this be true, my Lord, I have been thinking 
to no P z my Deſign is all broke to Pieces. 

Ant. Come, Brother we'll mend it as well as we can; 
and fince that young Rogue has rudely turn d Tail upon 
your Daughter, I'll fill up the Blank with Charles's Name, 
 andictthe reſt of the Settlement ſtand as it was. 

D-3 Cha. 
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Cha. Hold, III firſt ſee this Wedding, and then giv 
you my final Reſolution. ET 


Low. Sir we wait upon yo! 


The SCENE changes to Elvira's Apartment. 
Elvira alone, with (Clodio's Letter in her Hand 
Ekv. At how ſevere a Price do Women purchaſe an un- 
Fame! when ev'n the juſteſt Title can't aſſure 
oſſeſſion: When we reflect upon the inſolent and daily 
Wrongs which Men and Scandal throw upon our Acti- 
ons, twere enough to make a modeſt Mind deſpair: If 
we are fair and chaſte, we are proud; if free, we are 
wanton ; cold, we are cunning ; and if kind, forſaken : 
Nothing we do or think on, be the Motiv e ne er ſo juſt 
or generous, but ſtill the Malice, or the Guilt of Men, 
I to our Shame: Why ſhould this Stranger elſe, 
this wretched Stranger, whoſe forfeit Life I raſhly fav'd, 
preſume, from that miſtaken Charity, to tempt me with 
encourag'd Love ? | 
Enter a Servant. 
Hark! what Muſick's that? ( 4 Flouriſp. 
Ser. Madam, the Gentlemen are come. a 
Eky. "Tis well; are the Officers ready ? 
Ser. Yes, Madam, and know your Ladyſhip's Orders. 
Ek. Conduct the Company. Now Juftice ſhall un- 
cloud my Fame, and ſee my Brother's Death reveng'd. 
Enter Hauutboys playing, Clodio firging ; D Duart, Go- 
dernor, D. Manuel, Louiſa, Carlos, Angelina, An- 
tonio, Charino, and D Lewis. 2 
Clo, Well, Madam, you fee I'm punctual— you've 
nick'd your Man, Faith ; I'm always critical—to a Mi- 
nute, you'll never ſtay for me. Ladies and Gentlemen, 
I defire you'll do me he Honour of being better ac- 
quainted here My Lord—— : 
Gov Give you Joy, Madam. CO , ee, 
C Nay. Madam, 1- have brought you ſome near 
Relations of my own too This Dor. Antonia, wha 
will ꝛortiy have the Honour to call you Daughter. 


- ou 


- The Fop's Fortune. 79 


a Ant. The young Rogue has made a pretty Choice, 
aith. 

Cz. This Don Charino, who was very near having the 
Honour of calling me Son. This my elder Brother and 
this my noble Uncle, Don Cholerich————Snapfports 
de Tefty. 

D. Lew. Puppy. 

Ch. Peeviſh. 

D. Lew. Madam, I wiſh you Joy with all my Heart ; 
but truly I can't much advife you to marry this Gentle- 
man, becauſe, in a Day or two, you'll really find him 
extreamly ſhocking ; thoſe that know him, generally gi 
him the Title of Don Di/mailo Thickſeullo de Half witto, 

Cha. Well ſaid Nuncle ; ha, ha. 

D. Du. Are you provided of a Prieſt, Sir? 

Clo. Aye, aye, Pox on him, wou'd he were come tho”. 

D. Du. So wou'd I, I want the Cue to act this Juftice, 
on my Honour; yet I cannot read the Folly in her Looks. 

( Afede. 

Gov. You have ſurpriz'd us, Madam, by this aden 
Marriage. 

Ely. I may yet ſurprize you more, my Lord. 

_- Du. Sir, don't you think your Bride looks melan- 
oly ? 

Clo. Aye, poor Fool ! ſhe's modeſt—but I have a 
Cure for that—Well, my Princeſs, why that demure 
Look now ? | 

Elb. I was thinking, Sir 

Ch. I know what you think of . You don't think at 
all—You don't know what to think—You neither fee, 
hear, feel, ſmell, nor taſte - Vou han't the right Uſe of 
one of your Senſes — In ſhort. you have it. Now, my 
Princeſs, have not I nick'd it? | 

Elv. IT am forry, Sir, you know ſo little of your ſelf 
Or me. 


Enter a Serwant. 
Ser. Madam, the Prieſt is come. 
Elv. Let him wait, we've.no Occaſion yet—Within 
there — ſeize him, 
(Several Officers ruſe in, who ſeize Clodio, and 8 
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Lord 
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ortune 
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be 
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for ever, that no earthly Thing, but 
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(chart 10 Elv. 


bling, 


and trem 
d indeed a 


Protection; he ſeem 


(the fact was done, my Lord, this Man, 
ſtice, took Shelter here, 


for my 
a his Com 


is d, by a raſh and 
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promis 


ful, that I, little ſuſ- 


ſo 


2 Death, 


d conceal him: Which Vow Hea- 


what Diſtraction in my T 
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hought I 
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ſor the Effects of a vile and m 
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this m 
e, proceeds upon his Error, and in this 
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Terms, 


have, unprotected, 2 
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uſtice. 
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and well has diſappointed 


Able. 
Pops will 
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D. Lew. So, now I am a little eaſy— the 


be 


+ Gov. Give me Leave, Madam, to ak 


farther Queſtions. 
Co. 


you yet ſome 


Chg. 


Aye—t ſhall be hany'd, I believe. 
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Cha. Nay then, tis Time to take Care of my Daugh- 
ter; for I am now convinced, that my Friend Cody is 
diſpos d of — and fo, without Compliment, do you ſee, 
Children. Heav'n bleſs you together. 

( F cans Car. and Ang. Hmds. 
Car. This, Sir, is a Time unfit to thank you as we 
ought. * | 
Ant. Well, Brother, IT thank you, however : Charite 
is an honeſt Lad, and will deſerve her; but poor Cds 
ill Fortune I cov'd never have ſuſpected. 
D. Lew. Why, you wou'd be poſitive, tho“ you 
know, Brother, I ae told you, D:i/ma/ wou'd, be 
hang'd, I muſt plague him a little, becauſe the Dog has 
been pert with me Clay! how do'ſt thou do? Hal 
why, you are ty'd ! ED, | 
C. I hate this old Fellow, ſplit me. 
D. Lew. Thou haſt made a damn'd Blunder here, 
Child, to invice ſo many People to a Marriage-Knot, and 
inſtead of that, it's ike to be one under the left Ear. 
C/o. I'd fain have him die. | | 
D. Lew. Well, my Dear, I'll provide for thy going 
off, however; let me ſee! you'll only have Occaſion 
for a Noſegay, a Pair of white Gloves, and a Coffin: 
Look you, take you no Care about the Surgeons, you 
ſhould not be anatomiz'd—— I'll get the-Body off with 
a wet Finger. Tho' methinks I'd fain ſce the In- 
fide of the Puppy too. 
Ch, O!] rot him, I can't bear this. 
D. Lew. Well, I won't trouble thee no more now, 
Child,” if I am not engag'd, I don't know, hut I may 
come to the Tree, 9 a Stave or too with thee 
Nay, Fll rife on Purpoſe tho' you will hardly 
ſuffer before twelve a Clock neither aye juſt about 
twelve —— about twelve you'll be turn'd off. 
C.. O!] Curſe conſume bim. 

Gov. I am convinced, Madam, the Fact appears too 
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» Gt Mot foe the Gentleman ; do you s the 

, ir * | 
Cle. Will it do me any Good, my Lord? 


V2 Love makes a Max; or, 


Gov. Perhaps it „if you can prove it was not 
done in Malice. SO. 

Cho. Why then, to confeſs the Truth, my Lord, I 
+, ee but it was none of 
my Fault, ſplit me. | 

Eko. Now, my Lord, your Juſtice. 

D. Da. Hold, Madam, that remains in me to give: 
For know, your Brother lives, and happy in the Proof 
of ſuch a Siſter's Virtue. 

( Diſcovers himſelf. 


Ev. My Brother! O! let my Wonder ſpeak my joy 

Ch. Hay! (Clodio and bis friends feem furpriz d. 

Gov. Don Duart ! living and well! how came this 
ſtrange Recovery? 

D Du. My Body's Health, the Surgeon has reſtor'd: 
But here's the true Phyſician of my Mind's: The hot diſ- 
temper d Blood, which lately render d me offenfive to 


Ch. Here 
little. 

D. Lew. will, Sirrab, I find thou haſt 
done a don't know whether it's 
worth ſhock'd at thee any longer. 

Ev. I aſk for the W I have done 
vou, Sir, and to think how much 1 owe you for 
a Brother thus SA "44,4 
as it 18. 

--" "> We are indeed his Deb:ors both; and Siſter, 
there's 
Sake 

thank you, and when you don't think it 


of 


in me to wiſh my ſelf well with your Siſter, 


The For's Fortune. 83 


Ant. Sir, you have propos'd like a Man of Honour; 
and if ihe Lady can but like of it, ſhe ſhall find thoſe a- 
mong us, that will make him up a Fortune to deſerve her. 

Car. T wiſh my Brother well, and as I once offer'd 
him to divide my Birth-right, I'm ready ftill to put my 
Words into Performance 

D. Lev. Nay then, ſince | find the Rogue's no lon- 
ger like to be an Enemy to Charles, as far as a few A- 
cres go, I'll be his Friend too. 

D. Du. Siſter ! 

Ek». This is no Trifle, Brother; allow me a conve- 
nient Time to think, and if the Gentleman continues 
to deſerve your Friendſtup, he ſhall not much complain 
I am his Enemy. 

D. Lew. so! now it will be a Wedding again, Faith. 

D. Ma. And if this kind Example cou'd prevail on you-- 

Low. If it cou'd not, your Merit has ſufficient Pow- 
er: from this Moment, I am yours for ever. 

D Ma. Which Way ſhall I be grateful ? 

Clo. Nay then, firike up again Boys———and with 
the Lady's Leave, I'll make bold to lead em up a Dance 

a la Mode D' Angleterre. (They dance. 
D. Lew. So! fo ! bravely done of all Sides; and 
now, Charles, we'll e'en toaſt our Noſes over a chirping 
Bottle, and laugh at our paſt Fortune. 

Cha. Come, my Angelina “ 

Our Bark, at length, has found a quiet Harbour, 
And the diftreſsful Voyage of our Loves, 

Ends not alone in Safety, but Reward. 

Now we unlade our Freight of Happineſs, 

Of which, from thee alone, my Share's deriv'd ; 
For all my former Search in deep Philoſophy, 
Not knowing thee, was a — 2 of Liſe: 


But Love, in one ſoft Moment, taught me more 
Than all the Volumes of the Learn'd cou'd reach; 
Gave me the Proof when Nature's Birth began, 


To what great End th ET ERN Am da MAN. 
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A N Epilogue's a Taft on Author: laid, 
And full as much unwillingly is paid. 

Good Lines, I grant, are little worth, but yet, 
Coin has been akways eaſter raid, than Wit. 
25 fear we'd made but very poor Campaigns, 

4 Funds been leuyd from the grumbling Brains.) 
Beſide, to what poor Purpoſe ſpruld we plead, 
ben you hade ance rifoly'd a Play auld bleed ? 
But then again, a Wretch, in any Caſe, 
Has Leave to ſay why Sentence Hd not paſs. 
Firſt, let your Cenſure from pure N at foww, g 

ercy too ; 


Aud mix with that, ſome Grains of 
Or ſome your Praiſe like wanton Lovers you beflorw. 
Thus hawe you . known a Woman plainly fair, 

At firſt ſcarce worth your two Days Pains or Care, 


, 


Ts: 


ithout a Charm, but being young and new, 

{Tou thought frve Guineas far beyond her Due) 
Put when furſu d by ſome gay leading Lover, 

ben ey: y Day ber Eyes new ms diſcover ; 
Till at the laft, by Crowds of Beaus admir d, 
Sh” has rais'd her Price, to what her Heart defer d, 
New Gowns and Petticoats, which her Airs reguir d. 
So Miſs, and Pact too, whence once cry d up, 
Believe their Reputation at the Top ; | 
Aud inxw, that while the liking Fit has ſcix d jon, 
She cannot laat, he aurite, too ill to pleaſe you. 
How can you bear a Senſe of Love ſo groſs, 
Ta let mere Faſhion on your Taj's impoſe ? 
Your Taſte refin'd, might add to y ur Delight ; 
Poets from you are taught to raiſe their Flight ; 
For as you learn to judge, they learn to write. 8 
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